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THE 


BRITISH SONGSTER. 


S O N S.] 
A118, BRITANNIA, SMILING RISE. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


RISE, Britannia, ſmiling riſe, 
A ' Rous'd by the martial voice of Fame; 
Her crump ſhall rend the echoing ſkies, 
With Duncan, Howe, and Vincent's name : 
Thy heroes bold, diſdaining caſe, 
Have crown'd thee Miftreis of the Scave ' 


Brave landmen ſhall defend thy ifle,_ 
While ſeamen guard thy colt 

United then, at threats we ſmile, ' 
While Britiſh hearts we boaſt. 

May Britain's foes, in hatred join'd, 
If e'er this land they fee, 

Duncan's and Howe's, and Vincent's find, 
As well on land as fea : 

In Duncan's, Howe's, and Vincent's praiſe, 

Join, join, my brave boye, in loud huzzas, 
Huzza, busza, husza, husza. 
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s O N GI 


THE CIPSEY HAT, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum; 


SIGH for a maid, and a ſweet pretty maid, 
And bonny Suſanna's her name ; 
en well do I know, by my keart's panting ſo, 
The poor little thiug's ia a flame: 
Far it throbs, throbs, throbs, aud it beats, beats, 
beats, 
Goes pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat 
Oh, ſure its the cate! I'm in love with the face, 
All under the gipley hat. 


That ſhe's kind as ſhe's fair I freely declare, 

So none can my candour reprove z 

But then what I rue, (and believe me tis true), 

Is, hang it, for being in love ! 

For my heart throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, 
beats, 

Goes pit-a- pat, pit-a- pat, pat ! 

And, ah! I'm afraid, for the face of che maid, 

All under the gipſey hat. 


That Ive aid all miy life, I'd ne'er take a wife, 
And l»ok'd on all plagues, that the work ! 
I own—for my heart was then free from imart, 
But now—-QOh, I think it will burſt! 
For it throbs, throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, 
beats, 

Goes pit-a-pat, pit a- pat, pat; | 
And, ah ! ruſt I tell? For the face of the girl, 
All under the gipſey hat. 
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S O N C. 


*TIS ALL A JEST. 
Sung by Miſs F. Heowel's. 


HOW | leve-to play and toy, 
O With Willy, on the green ; 
Indeed he is a pretty. boy, 
As et ſure was icen : 
He oft in ſport, be ſide yon tree, 
Doth preis me to his brea't, 
And teils me his wife ſhall be; 
But that is ali a jeſt. 


Lit might at play he talk'd ſuch ſtuff, 
And this he ſaid, tis true, 

© Dear Polly, when I'm old enough, 
©1 vow ll marry you! 

He's always ſpeaking in my praiſe, 
And fays he loves me b 

I'm iure to laugh at all he fays, 
Becaule dis all a jeſt. 


If *tis my fate to have the lad, 
How very droli'twili be; 
I'm fare I ſhould be very glad, 
For we ſhould wel! agree : 
My toys I'll give to jqem and Sue, 
If 1 ſhould be fo blen 
They ſay there's many words come true, 
Though only ſpoke 1a jeſt, 
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© FINE LONDON TOWN. 
Sung by Mr. Digaum. 


OME, lads and laſſ-s, rour me throng, 
Iie tell you where I've been; 

And if you dona flout my ſong, 
lic tell you what I've ſeen : 

ve been mongſt ſhoals of good and bad, 
Full portion of the latter; 

Where men are oft' a little mad, 
And women near the matter ! 

In troth I've been a filly clown _ 

Who would trudge up to London town, 

O fine Loadon town. 


Dear me, what fights I ſaw when there! 
So droll they run tneir riggs, 
The men have little ſuccks of hair, 
The ladies curly wigs : 
Thinks I, ſeg what mun this be call'd, 
What wonders faſhion hatches, 
When beaus er ſeen all over bald, 
And belles ail over ſcratches 
Then, who but a filly clown, 
Would venture up to London town * 
O ftrange London town. 


Our neighbour Hodge I chanc'd to meet, 
And he would make me ſtop, 

Says he, come wi* me down the ſtreet, 
Tu ſtew thee ſuch a crop: 


a .« 


( 27 ) 


And fo I thought twas corn that grow'd, 
But, hang him fora joker, 

What think you was the crop he ſhew'd ? 
A little fat Jew broker! | 

Now, who but ſuch a filly clown, 

| Could thus be jeer'd in London town ? 

O fad London town, 


Who came to town laſt year; 

Thinks I, Iſe catch her if 4 can, 
In all her Sunday gear: 
But ſoon I took me out o' doors, 
4 Her hands her feet were mecking, 
| For, cas'd with worſted, on all fours, 
: She ſeem's one piece of ſtocking : 
Again I was a filly clown, 
For ſtaring thus thro* London town 3 


| So then I went to call on Nan, 


l O rare London town. 
One thing I ſaw that cheer'd my heart, 
; And you'll in this agree, \ 
| I mean the glow in every part 
| Of Britiſh Loyalty : 


Both rich and poor, and great and ſmall, 
Revolt at revolution, 
And bravely rally, one and all, 

Round England's Conſtitution: 


j So l' no more fit lazy down, 


But volunteer, like lat in town 3 
O brave London town. 
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S YI G. 
WOMAN'S ONLY WISH. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 
"HAT women are weathercocks greybeard's 


advance, 

ho at ev'ry light breeze, round the four quarters 
dance 

To make ſtubborn men own themſelves in the wrong, 

May prove no eaſy talk, but I can't ſtop my tongue: 

And he who attempts it, Jew, Chriſtian, or Turk, 

Will find that he ne*'er had a harder day's work ; 

So don't interrupt what I'm ready to ſay, 

And tis fiity to one that our ſex win the day: 

Silly men not to know when we wheedle and teaze, 


Tis this we coatend for, tis this we implore, 
Grant us this, only this, and we aſk for no more. 


* The needle is not found more true to the pole, 
Than each fair to this firſt and laſt wiſh of her ſoul: 
Wich that in poſſe ſſion, we yield up to man 
All right to reiga o'er us, as much as he can ! 

And what huſband of ſenſe, with his poor harmleſs 
wife, | 

Would for ſuch a ſmal! privilege e'er live in ftrife ? 

For my part, indeed, I can aniwer, for one, 

He ſhould find he had far better let it alone ! 

Silly men not to know, &c. . 


Well may the grave pates of old men bend with ſh ame 
Wbo thus, with baſe falſhoods, our weak ſex defame : 

But, huſbands, in future regard my advice, 

Nor leave bliſs unpurchas'd, fo eaſy the price : 3 


We have only one wiſh - that's to do what we pleaie! . 
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19 
I know what 1 ſay—aand, believe me your friend, 
On this will your total of pleaſure depend 
So, what mult be granted, grant with a good grace, 


And ſwallo your potion without a wry face : ; 
Silly men not to know, &c. 


— 
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$S O0 N . 
A SOLDIER FOR ur. 


Surg by Mrs. Franklin, 


His ſaſh was ſo gay, and his gorget ſo bright; 
en the charming red coat, and more charming 
cockade, 
Cou'd ne'er be refifted by widow or maid z: 
A ſoidier's ſo noble, fo gallant, and gay, 
That a ſoldier will always the belle bear away. 


E. OM my cradle a ſoldier was all my delight, 
h 


*T was his dreſs, *twas his air, twas his beauty alone, 

That won my fond htart, and firſt made me his own « 

But thoſe charms that firſt caught me now vaniſh } in 
air, 


For his velour, and worth, and his heart he is dear: 
A ſoldier's ſo noble, &c. 


Ye fair Britiſh maids, your protectors reward, 
Who leave fofter pleaſures your ſafety to guard, 


No cruelty here let our heroes cer mourns 


Let the ſun-ſhine of imites gild the ſoldier's return: 
A ſoldier's ſo noble, &c. + > 


SONG. 
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SON S.] 
MERRY, MERRY WERE THE DAYS. 
Sung by Miſs Howells, and Miſs F. Howelks L 


ERRY, m were the days, | 
M And 1 ens the hours, bs. of 
hen Jockey ganged o'er the braes, 
To gather ſweeteſt flowers : 
Merry, merry, were the hours, 
And merry may they be, 
For me he gather'd ſweeteſt flowers, 
And fat him down by me: 
With a fal lal la, with a fal lal la, &c. 


He fat him down by me, 
And calPd me laſſy gay; 
He plac'd me on his knee, 
And merry was the day: 
Merry, merry were the days, 
And merry may they be, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And fat him down by me. 


- 
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Merry, merry may you be, 
With any other lad; 


But he keeps a' his love for me, 

To make his Jenny glad : 
He is a bonny ſoldier bold, 

And brave as lad can be, 
And when a wea bit older, 

He will marry me. 
With a fal lal la, cc. 
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TRE BIRTH OF THE Ros. 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


NE night as gay Bacchus a nymph was pur. 
ſuing, 

The fair-one, precipitate, fled his embrace ; 

Tho? ripe for the joys he in fancy was viewing, 

- © By Styx,* cry'd the God, I muſt give up the 

chace :* | 

She look d back diſdainful, and ſmil'd at his reeling, 
While her looſe flowing robe by a briac was caught; 

He quickly approach'd, and his wiſhes revealing, 
Her charms were, be told her, the ſource of bis 

fault. 5 


He bade her not fear, but partake of love's pleafure, 


And, patting her cheek, (wore he'd do her no wrongg 
Avow'd himſelf God beth of wine and of pleaiure, 
And that fate had decreed he ſhould ever be young; 
O'eraw'sd with reſpe&, many favours were given, 
She at laſt grew inclin'd to beſtow him a kiſs; 
At which he exclaim'd, © there is paſtime in heaven, 
© But earth is the region of exquiſite bliſs. 


He then cry'd, © Sweet-briar, I grant, (as I've power) 
© Thy fame ſhall ſurpaſs ev'ry ſhrub of the vale; 

At Spring's fair return thou ſhalt bear a ſweet flower, 
Its odours ſhall perfume the ſwift paſſing-gale : 

Its bloom ſhall outvie the bright tints of the mornings 
To re ſe nble the bl ſh which her cheek did diſcloſe; 

When ſhe ſmiling conſented, abjuring proud ſcorningy 


And mortals ſhall prize it, and call it a Roſe. 
| SONG» 
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S © N G.] 


I YOU, AND YOU ONLY 1 LOVE, 
Surg by Mr. Dign m. 


Vr. aſk me what ſort of a maid I approve ? 
” 


Few words will explain my deſire: 

r face muſt be fair as the mother of Love, 

Like her's are the charras I admire : 
With a high down, hey down, high down, a-day, 
Around and around on a long frmmer*s day, 
And when one ſo fair ard fo lovely you find, 
You'll certainly know the dear maid to my mind, 
And believe me, dear Sally, tis you, 

»Tis you and you only I loye. 


Bright beauty alone could not conquer my heart, 
The maid to my mind muſt have more; 

More charms to enflave than b auty's keen dart, 
Her wit and good ſenſe 1 adore 

With a bigh down, &c. 


Not beauty, and wit, and good ſenſe, all combin'd, 
Could fix me her ſervant for life : 

But her temper ſo ſweet, and manners ſo kind, 

Are charms that 1 ſeck in a wife: 

With a Ligh down, &c. 
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S O N C.| 
COME BUY MY DAFFODILLIES: 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


5 WAS in the blooming month of May, 
When flow'rets ſweet were blowing 
That fair Nannette came in my way, f 
And ſet my heart a glowing : 
- Acrols her arm a baſket hung, 
And while I gaz d upon her, 
"Twas thus the artleſs beauty ſung, 
*Tis poor Nannette, your honour 4* 
1 ſell, kind Sir, my daffodils, 
Come, buy my daffodillies. 


Soon from the reft I cull'd out one, 
And paid her fur the flower; 

But little thought my heart was gone 
To Nannette from that hour : 

For ſcarce the left me, ſtrange to tell, 

Ane ſenſation ſeiz'd me, 

While ſhe trudg'd on ber goods to ſell, 
And thus the giply teaz d me 

I fell, kind Sir, &c. 


In vain I lur'd her to my arms, 
And made each tempting offer, 
annette would never fell her charms, 
And fcorn'd each golden proffer : 
A: length I made this nymph my bride, + 
And, now we are united, 
I bleſs the day when firſt the cry'd, 
And thus my ears delighted 
ſell, kind Sir, &. 
SONG. 
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"JEMMY'S THE LAD FOR ME, 
Sang by Mrs. Frenklin. 


O form me a maiden fo ſoft and fo fair, 
The Loves and the Graces have join'd z 
While the goddeſs of wiſdom I think had a ſhare, 
In reſerving her charms for my mind: 


While the gay ſmiles of fortune to theſe give a zeſt, 


I'm bleſt my companions above; 
And, Oh! my fond heart, I'll be doubly bleſt, 
IF I get but the lad that I love. 


Allur'd by the powerful charms uf my gold, 
Or the powerful charms of my eyes, 

The {wains flock around, whom I love to bebo! d, 
While they breathe out their fouls in their fighs ! 

Thus I trick'd, and coquetted, and tried every arty 
But vainly with paſſion I ftrove, 

To a beautiful ſwain I foon yielded my heart, 
And Jemmy's the lad that 1 love. 


Yet to teaze now a little this true-hearted ſwain, 
I oftentimes take much delight; 

To torture his — and give him ſome pain, 
A trick I juſt try*d F other night: 

With Harry I flaunted while he coming by, 
Near the cottage that ſtands in the grove, 

And ſoon I remark*'d the dull forrowful eye 
Of Jemmy, the lad that I love. 


N eee eee 
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ONE NIGHT GAY BACCHUS, 


Dedicated to the Members of the Convivial Beard. 


; NE night gay Bacchus at a banquet, 
oyous as a God could be, OY 
* Pour'd forth nectar, and he drank it, 
zelt, Nectar fill'd his heart, with glee : 
* The cup went round, his Godſhip reePd, 
48 _ © Tipfy we ſhall be,” he roar'd, 
— Momus, who mirth's keen ſhaft can wield, 


Shall fit at eur convivial board. 
„4, His phiz replete with figns of jeſling, 4 
zus! Soon the merry wag was found, 


Like fat Aldermen, when feafing, 2 
*Mongſt theſe gods the laugh went round; 
While Momus ſtraight did jokes prepare, 
Bacchus flowing goblets pour'd; 
But yet in ſpite dull father care, x 
in, | Still fat at our convivial board. 


ys GAY; He eee intend 


in, © Apollo came with lyre reſounding, 55 
' Soon the touch trill'd every heart, 
Muſic, mirth, and wine abounding, 
| May the churliſh cur de part: 
Determin'd on an ev*ning's ſport, 
> Each produc'd his fav'rite hoard ; 
* To theirexample we'll reſort, 
And furniſh our convivial 
oN 2 of PTE 
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But Care return'd and gan to hector, 
Bicchus feiz'd the intruding elf, 


M. mus drench'd han well with nectar, 


Till he quit: forgot himſeif: 


Ap o fung, C r:'s nod approv'd, 


Toaſts he dank. nor once demur'd ; 
Thus taught to imile, his frown remoy'd, 
He's fit for our convivial Loud. 


S ON G. 


THE SCOTCH SHEPHERD, 
* 


EHIND yon hill, where Stinchar flows, 
Ae moors and nofles many 0; 

1% wint'ty four the day has clos'd, 
And I'll wa t© Nanny, O: 

The whiſt.ing winds blows loud and ſhrill, 
Toe night's brith mick and rainy, O, 

In get my plaid, and out 1 I ſte l, 
And o'er the hill to. Nanny, O. 


My Nanny's charming, ſwe2t and young, 
Nae artful wites to win you, O; 


May bela l the Aatt'ring tongue, 


hat would beguite my Nanny, O: 


Her 12c2 is fair, her heart is true, 


Ske's ſpotleſs as he's bonny, O; 
Ide op'ning gawan, wet wr cew, 


Nac purer is than Nanny, O. 
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A country lad is my degree, 
And few there be wha ken me, O; 
But what care I how few there be, 
I'm welcome a to Nanny, O: 
My wealth is a“ a penny tee, 
And I maun guide it bonnie, O; 
But worldly gear ne*er troubles me, 
My thoughts are bent on Nanny, O. 


Our auld gude man delights to view | 
The ſheep aad kine thrive bonny O; 
And l'n as glad wha holds his plough, 
And has na care but Nanny, O: 
Come weel, come woe, I care na by, 
l tak what heav'n has ſent me, O; 
Na ither care on earth have I, 
But live and love my Nanny, ©. 


—— 
1 
WHITHER MY LOYE. 


Sung by Sig. Storace. 


HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou 


gone, 


Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn ; 
Say, by thy heart, ſhall fa!ſhood e er be known, 


Ah! no, no, no, I judge itby my own : 

The heart he gave with ſo much care 

Which ſhelter'd in my breaſt I wear, 

Still for its maſter beats alone, 8 

I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his o-wn. 
C2 
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Tit Nor THE TINT, 


I IS not the tint of ruby hue, 
IT bat bluſhes on the full blown roſe z 
| Nor pearly drops of morning dew, 
C | Diſtilling where the lily blows : 
| Noc fragrant gales that ſcent the air, 
| 


a 


Nor iweets exhal'd from flow'ring vale, 
Nor all theſe beauties can compare, 


Wich fair Maria of the Vale. 
| The ſhepherds of the plain declare, 


They ne'er have ſeen ſo ſweet a maid; 
And whilſt they view the charming fair, 
Love doth their eaſy hearts invade : ' 


If ſhe but ſmiles each blit / me ſwain 
Steps forth to breathe his am'rous tale; 


For ev'ry ſhepherd Krives to gain 

The lov'd Maria of the Vale. 
p 

—— 
\ 
S O N G.+ ' 
THRO' GROVES SEQUESTER'D, 7 

Sung by Madame Mara. 
Ho groves ſequeſter'd, dark, and ſtill, #4 
Low vales and moſſy cells among, 1 

In filent paths tne care leſs rill, 7 8 


With languid murmurs ftcals along: 
62 Awhile 


* | 
- 7 (29 ) 
” Awhile it plays with circling ſweep, 
| Ale lirgering leaves its native plains, 
Ther pouis impetuous down the ſteep, 
+ nd mingles with the boundleſs main. 


O lit my years thus devious glide, 
I bxough ſilent ſcenes obſcurely calm, 
No: weaith, ner ſtrife pollute the tide, 
Nor honor's ſangu*nary palm: 
When labour tires, and pleaſure palls, 
Still let the ſtream untroubled be, 
As down the ſteep, of age it falls 
And mingles with eternity. 


— 
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CAROLIN I OF LITCHFIELYDs- 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


village hind with toil had done, 
And homeward bent his way, 

Wale on the wave the ſetting ſun 

Clos'd the departing day ; 
When Caroline of Litchfield trove, 

All ſeemingly to borrow, 
The plaintive wailings of the dove, 

To aid awhile her torrow. 


| As dews diftilling on the roſe, 
In brightneſs oft* appear; 
So Caroline amid her woes 
Scem'd lovelier in a 5 : 
X 3 


63000 
Ahl me, ſhe cry'd, life has no charm, 
For, neath the drooping willow, 


My lover ſleeps in death's cold arms, 
Upon a moiſten'd pillow.” 


© For me he brav'd the dang'rous part, 
And found a wat'ry tomb; 

Can filence reign then in the heart, 
Or gratirude be dumb ? 

Ah! no—affection's tear ſhall flow, 
Pure as the chryftal fountain, 

Till death ſhall end this life of woe, 
Which now's beyond ſurmounting.“ 


Then fighing with a wiſhful look, 
A looſe to gr ef ſhe gave, 
And headlong plung'd into the brook, 
There ſunk beneath the wave: 
The village maids the tale relate, 
At eve and early morning, 
How love was nipt by adverſe fate, 
*Ere ſcarcely it was dawning. 


—— 
S O N G. 


TAXE TIME TO THINK ABOUT IT, 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


E laſſes gay, in beauty's bloom, 
All blithe and debonair, 
Think not tco boldly I preſume, 


In warning thus the fair 


( 3t ) 
When beauty rifing to the view, 


The men will buz, ne'er dubt it, 
This maxim mind, when they puriue, 
Take time to think about it. 


When ev'ry flatt'ring art they try, 
And praiſe your ſhape and air, 
Your bleoming cheeks and iparkling eyes, 
Take heed, dear giris, beware ; 
The honey of your 1olſy lip, 
They'll ftrive to gun, ne'er doubt it; 
Yet, ere you let them have a fip, 
Take time and think about it. 


But when the conſtant lover woos, 
Endow'd with manly ſenſe, 
Then liſten to his tender vows, 
With trifling forms diſpenſe: “ 
He'll ſcorn to flatter or deczive, 
If worthy, never doubt it; 
Your hand to ſuch then freely give, 
Nor think too long about it. 


— — _ 
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Rei WINE Is THE KEY. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


"oF 2 wine is the key that will open the heart, 


And the breaſt will be ti ue, will be true that it 
me llows; 
When drunk we deſpiſe all baſe falſehood and art, 
Fer in liquor, in liquor we're all konef fellows: - 
C4 Then 
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Then quickly paſs 
The jingling glaſs? | 
Ding dong, ding dong, till we are all mellow, 
Let every man 
Do all he can, 
To be an honeſt fellow. 


The lawyer ſo grave for his client will ple ad, 
And with unbluſhing front againſt equity bellows, 
The key once apply d, owns he doubly was feed, 
For in Fquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly paſs, &c. 
The lover who vows for his fair-one he dies, 
When wine, roſy wine, his boſom once mellows, 
Will awn that her gold is more bright than her eyes, 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly pals, &c. 


Then if liquor can baniſh all art and'deceit, 
And the heart will be true, will be true, that it 
| mellows ; 
Let us toſs off large bumpers whenever we meet, 
Fer in liquor, in liquor, we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly paſs, &c. 


OO —— — — 
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5 NEVER LOV'D ANY, DEAR MARY, EUT YOU» 
Sung at Vauxball. 


: 


U ſay, my dear girl that I'm given to rove, 
And ſport with each laſs on the green; 
Tuat I join in the dance and fing ſonnets of love, 

And Rul with the faireſt Paw teens 
i - _Watk 


Not to Phillis or Nancy my raptures belong, 


CW" 


With my hey derry down, and my ho down derry, 
Among the green meadows to blith and ſo merry 
Wich black, brown, and fair I have frolick'd, tis true, 
But 1 never low d any, dear Mary, but you. 


Tho* Phillis and Nancy are nam'd in my ſongs 
My mind will ſtilt wander to you; 4 
To you and you only they're due: 

With my hey derry down, and my ho down derry, N 

Among the green meadows fo blithe and fo merry 3 

My ſongs are of pleaſure and beauty, tis true, 

But 1 never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


In my eyes you may read a fond heart all your on, 


But, alas! tis the language of love; 
My feelings you'd pity, that language once known, 
Thea learn it, all doubts to remove: 
With my bey derry down, and my ho down derrys 
Among the gen mcadows fo blithe and fo merry z 
Y ou'll ne'er find a heart more fond or more true, 
For I never lov'd any, dear Mary, but you. 


s O M* . , 


WHILE ECHO REPLIES TO THE SOUND OF THE 
nor, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HE dew lighily fell on the ſweet briar thorn, 
And ſhone na clear lucid drop; 
The hounds were uncoupled, and freſh berm'd the 
Tron, 
When laddled, I-mcunted old Crop: 
5 C5 With 
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With ſpirits like fire, elated with joy, E 
We (ally o'er hedge, ditch, and ſtile, | 

To taſte thote ſweer pleaſures which never can cloy, 
While health crowns the chace with a ſmile. 


CHORUS, 


Herk way, then was cry'd, as we ſkim'd o'er the 1 
plain, N 


Where ſweet echo reply'd to the ſound of the horn. | 


Now Reynard we ſpy d, and redoubled our ſpeed, 
To ſhun her his art is in vain ; 

For our dogs were all ſtaunch, and of the right breed, 

' Who nimbly flew over the plain: | 

To baflle his cunning young Towler and Sly, 
Two mettleſome hounds of the pack, 

Stept forward, and ſoon panting Reynard drew nigh, 
Whoſe ſpeed had began for to flack. 

Hark away, then, &c. : 


6. n Br Oh aL 


O*ercome by their ſwiftneſs he yielded his breath, 
When I and Tom Ringwood fell in, 
While the buntſman's loud ſhouting proclaimed his 
death, 
To join in the muſical din: 
The chaſe being o er we return full of glee, 
Freſh pleaſures awhile to partake; | 
And thus we enjoy our lives jovial and free, | 


1 


Till Aurora again bids us wake. 
Hark away, then, &c. We | 5 


n 


4 SONG. 


. . 
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te || ELLEN. 

* Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


EAR bow'ry Richmond, Thames's pride, 
Dwelt Ellen when her tather dy'd; 
Ore ſnowy night he loft his way, 
And nzver more beheld the day: 
cds | Two infant boys around her mother clung, 
Aud kindred grief the heart of Ellen wrung. 


zh, Upon the earth her eyes ſhe threw, 
"The flow'rets wild before her grew; 
Thoſe gifts by bounteous nature ſpread, 
She gather'd to procure them bread z 
And thro* the hollow founding ftreets, 


Wy | Ry few r-liev*d, but jeer'd by many, 
Hr y each morning ſhe repeats, 
| his Priniroſes, primroſes, two bunches a penny. 


Her penſive way I've ſeen her keep, 
With anxious ſtep from door to door, 
; Anrdoft' I've turn'd aſide to weep, 
Ard mourn'd that fortune made me poor: 
Ere eacly light adorns the iky, 
She roves the heath and valley fenny, 
And tow'rds proud London haftes to cry, 
Primioſes, ptimroſes, two bunches a penny. 


{ % 
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THE TIMID HARE. 


favorite Hunting Seng. 


V HEN morn, *twixt mountain and the ſky, 
On tiptoe ſtands, how ſweet to hear 
The hounds melodious cheerful cry, 
As ftarts the game poſleſs'd with fear: 
O' er brook and brake 
* Our courſe we take, 
The ſportſman knows no grief or care; 
When ſweet the horn, 
Acroſs the lawn 


Awckes the trembling timid hare. 


Who panting flies, like freed from pain, 
As trembling ſhe teſi zus her breath, 

The ſportſman joyous leaves the plain, 

Well pleas d to be in at her death: 
Then ſweet the born 
Acroſs the lawn, 

Re-echoes blith both far and near; 

Oder meads and downs 
We know no bounds, 
While courſing of the tiraid haze. 


Then ſay, what pleafure can inſpire 

To that of courfing ?—$weet — 
Except when home wards we retire, 
Our bottles and our friend enjoy: 


be 


My breaſt is as artleſs and blithe as my lay, 


("PX -3 
The brock and brake 
We then forſake, | 

For ſportſmen | now no grief or care; ; 
Then ſweet the horn 
Acroſs the, lawn, 


Awakes the trembling timid hare. 


$ O N 6.9 
BOB OF THE MILL. 
Sung in the Woodmane 


Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 
My body's as found as a roach ; | 

Tho in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt, 
Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 

If fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, 
My ſacks with her riches to fill, 

Why ſurely tis fortune alone that's to blame, 
And not honeſt Bob of the Mill. ; 


From my cottage content never flies; 
She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, 
And I know how to value the prize: 
Would the girl that I love then but give me her hand, 
The world it may wag as it will; 
I defy the firſt *Squire,'or | ord of the land, 
Te diſhonor plain Bob of the Mill. 


. SONG. 


— 
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0 EVER IN MY EOTOM LIVE. 
Sung in Cſcar and Mal v ina. 


EVER in my toſ.m Ive, 
i buu {.urce of endless treaſure, 

due nothing eiſe on earth can g ve 

do dear, ag rich a treaſur :: 
True love perhaps may bring alarins, 

Or be bur loſs of real n; 
Vec ſtiil it adds to ſummer charms, 

And cheers the wint'cy ſeaſon. 


The luftre of the great and giy, 
Is rranſeo:y faik'ai; 

Wu lit pure aut luiting is the ray 
Or unaffected paſion ; 

Wien danger threats the peaſant*; cot, 
And cruel ces aflil it, 

Acfect.on „cares mall fork Eis lot, 
Oc bid Mum not bew ail it. 


Then let us each on each rely, 
A mutual tranſport borrows 
The flavich forms of lite defy, 
And wtificial Sorrow : 
Co nent wel 1:vzh, art fport, and ſing, 
Grow iiveli-r ni jocoſer; 
While time, that fe*ts on envious wings 
Sk} bias ous hearts the cloſer. 


— 


ha 
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Tut GEN"'ROUS HEART, WHEAE FAIENDSHIP 
DWELLS, 


3 —_ — r 


HE gen'rous heart where friend hip duc lis, | 
Starts at a thought that would citerd 3 | 
But with a quick fenlation tetris | 
A ſlight, when offer d by a friend : | 
Friendibip come, my torrows end, 
Ev'ry bleſſing 
Worth pil: fling, | 
In thee id found, Oh ! toocking friend. 


But Oh! how ſoon the happy poir, 
Their kindred fouls re-urite ; 
When friendihip ooths each doubtful care, 
And dark ditru(t is put to flight; 
Friendſhip come, my forrows end, 
Ev*ry bleſſing 
Worth poſſeſting,; 
In thee is found, Oh! ig thing friend. 


Hence ye vain deluſive pleaſures, 
Fancy's prize no real gain; 
Friendſhip is a mine whoſe treaſ res 
When they're found, reward our pain: 
Friendſhip come, my ſorrows end, | 
Ev'ry ble iſiag | 
Worth poſſe ſii ng, 
In thee is found, Oh! foothing friend. 


—— W Oo ORE py 
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POR A Tur. 


Written by R. Burns. 


V. g tho* on hamely fare we dine, 


Wear hodd:n grey, an' a' that, 
8 t ols their ſilk, and knaves their wine, 
A man's a man for 2 chat. 
For a that, and a“ chat, 
J heir tinſel ſhow an a' that; 
An honeſt man, tho' ne er ſo poor, 
Is chief of man for a* chat. 


You ſee yon birkie, ca'd a Lord, 
Wha ſtruts, an fares, an' a* that, 


Tho' hundreds heckon at his nod, 


He's but a cif for a“ that: 
For a' that, an' a“ that, 

His digaities, an' a' that; 
A man of independent mind 

Can ng an' laugh at a“ that. 


The King can make a belted Knight, 
A Murguis, Duke, an a” that; 
But an hoaeft man's aboon his might, 
Gude faith he manna fa“ that! 
An a” that, en' a' that, 
His garters, * and a' that, 
The pith of ſenſe, and wale of worth, 
Are better far than 3 a” that. 


. 
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hen let us pray the time may come, 


An' come it will for a' that, | 
When ſenſe and truth o'er a the earth | t 
Shall bear the gree for a* that: 
For a* that, an' a* that, 
An' come it will for a' that; 2 
An' man to man the wide world o'er, | 
Shall brother be for à that. 


— — dl 
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THE SHEPHERD BOY, 


Sung by Mafter Welſh. 


j NCE friends I had, but, ah! too ſoon, 

: Death robb'd me of my parents dear, 
Left me to mourn my wretched doom, 

And wander friendleſs in deſpair : 4 

For lorn o'er hills and dales I rov'd, 
Depriv'd of ev'ry earthly joy; 

At length a ſwain, with pity mov'd 

x Made me a humble ſhepherd boy. 


j Soon as ] view the dawn of day, 

-— To flow'ry plains my flocks I lead; 

And whilt for food my lambkins ftray, 
On ſome lone bank I tune my reed: 


| 
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Did thoſe who bathe in ſeeming bliſs, 
Once taſte the ſweets that 1 enjoy, 

They'd wiſh for humble happin:1s, 
And eavy me—the ſhepherd's boy. 


| When down the weſtern ſky the fun 
| Deſcends to gladden eaſtern climes, 
"Ti: then my daily toil is done, 


| And I to reſt repair betimes: 


In ruftic garb tis true I'm clad, 
Yet nothing does my peace annoy 


| | And tho” my fortune is but ſad, 
| Still heaven may bleſs the ſhepherd boy; 


s © . 


1 NO THAT WILL NEVER do. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin.” 


HEN lovers are too daring grown, 
Young maidens ſhould beware, 

For men, it is for certain known, 

Will oft” proteſt and ſwear : 
But virgias tho* they kneel and vow, 

And each fond art purſue, 
No fooliſh freedom ſhould allow, 

For that will never do. 


My Damon calls me dear 2nd dove, 
And ev'ry thing that's kind, 

Then vows he'll die to prove his love, 
But this I never mind; 


V # * * 
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Laſt night be fun woul1 have a kiſs, 
Nay, even afk“ for two! 

Dear Sir, ſaid 1, twould be amiſs, 
O that will never do. 


To-mortow he declares he'll prove, 
_ _ His love can't be deny'd, 
- Ard at the church each doubt remove, 
By making me his bride: 
If that's the caſe, what can I ſay? 
I'll e*'en appeal to you; 
Would it be right to anſwer nay? 
Pihaw--that will never do. 


s Oo N c. 


THE WAVES WERE HUSH'D, THE SKY SERENE, 


Sung by Mr. Dipnum. 


HE waves were huſh's, the ſky ſerene, 


When failing on the main, 
Ben from the maintop view'd the ſcene, 
And ſung in tender ſtrain: 
Dear Sal, this piture round my neck, 
Which bears thy likeneſs true, 
Shall e*'er my faithful boſom deck, 
Which throbs for only you. 


'— Still was the night when lat on hore, 
| We took a parting kits, 
And warm the vows each other ſwore, 
To meet again ia bliſs; 


( 44+) 
A token then my Sally gave, 


"Tis this which now I view, 
And in my heart ſhall ever live, 
Which threbbs for only you. 


Sweet Sall wherever you may rove, 
1 Ah! kindly think on me; 

1 And this dear ſemblance of my love 
; Shall prove I dote on thee : 
Wherever bound, by night or day, 

Still as the needle true, 

[ My conſtant heart ſhall never ſtray, 
| Which throbs for only you. 
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} ITALW THE RUDE CROSSES OF LIE o' WITH 
| | FLOWERS. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


ſail, 
| _ Ofr' toſs'd by the billows of fortun* about, 
| This hour a calm and the next one a gale, 
1 Makes all of the harbour of happi ne is ddubt: 
: Yet amidft the hard troubles that mankind muſt bear, 


| The gods have ſent pleaſure to ſweeten our ſours, 
= For friendſhip and love may defy ev'ry care, 
2 And ſtre the rude croſſes of Jife oer with flow 78. 
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HRO' life's rugged voyage each mortal muſt | 


Each 


Y 


| 


| 
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Eich man in bi way muſt encounter rough ſear, 

And buffet vith perils and tempeſts of pain 

Ani thould fortune ſmile, ſo uncertain's the breeze, 
That mim muſt ill doubt if its meant to remains 

Vet amiaſt, &c. | 


| The phantom, ambition of© leads us aſtray, 

— Then leaves us bewilder'd, quite loſt in the dark, 
| And often to folly would leave us a prey, 

Did reaſon not t it. in a lumious ſpark : 


r 


Yet amidit, &c. - 
————— 
| s ON 8. 


Cor PLESS HUR. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain, 
ITE 


IRE I had well grown to an age 
/ A'low'd young maids to marry, | 
Turce youths would fain engage my hand, | | 
And tried their ſuits to carry: | 
Young Paddy firft put in his claim, 
nuſt Then Sandy told foft tales, | 
And Taffy, look you, ſung his flame, — 
And he came up from Wales, | | 
Cot plets hur, 
And he came up from Wales, 


„ Och I'm the crature! Paddy ſung, 
| Take me, I tell you, honey : | 
„„ Hoot, hoot, cried Sandy, hold your tongue, | 
| I've, laſſy, got the money: _ 
e. 


= 
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Well I, fays Taffy, got no pelf, 


But hur will give, look you, 
Hur heart and foul, befides burſelf, 
And hur will love moſt true, &c. 


Now, when 1'd well their merits ſcan'd, 
To ſtop their further teazing, 

1 c'en to Taffy gave my hand, 

The lad to me moſt pleafing : 

And now he's got me for a wife, 
So weil we both agree, 

That few live half ſo ſweet a life, 
As my dear Taft and me, &c. 


s Oo N O. 
o LET MY HARBOUR BE YOUR Anus. 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


ROM North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
F I've plough'd the ocean wide, 
ith fearful danger oft* oppreſt, 
By warring winds and tide 
The billows roll'd, the ſhip was toſs'd, 
My heart was ſunk, my hopes were loſt : 
But now return'd, and free from harms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 
My pretty Polly. 


When whizzing balls around me flew, 
My heart would fink thro” fear 

But rous'd by one bleſt thought of you, 
My life became more dear: 


% Boldly 


— 
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Bol ly I fought my country's foe, 
And laurels crown'd thy Harry's brow; 
I dar'd all dangers, ſcorn'd alarms, 
In hopes to harbour in your arms, 
My pretty Polly. 


| For you I toil'd, for you I fought, 


My thoughts were till on you; 

"The life I ſav'd, the wealth 1 ſougbt, 

Had ftill your bliſs in view: 
With ſtore of gold to make you gay, 
We'll anchor ſafe in wedlock's bay, 
Secure from ſtorms and rude alarms, 
O let my harbour be your arms, 

My pretty Polly. 


— 
S O N S. 
MY BONNY LOWLAND LADDIE. 
Sang by Mrs. Fraxklin. 


F all the ſwains both far and near, 
IL love but one believe me; 
And he loves one fiucerely dear, 
And neve wil! deceive me: 
Tho? muckle gold he canna boaſt, 
Il! tell my mam and daddy, 


— —— 


Of all the iwains 1 love him moſt, 


My bouny lowland laddie : 


My handſome braw young ſailor lad, 


| My bonny lowland laddie, 


1 
14 
| 
| 
1 
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When the war is at an end, 
O we are to be marry'd, 
And Cupid will our cauſe befriend, 
For ſure we leng have tarry'd: 
But O the time is coming round, 
When deck'd in filken plaiddy, 
In Hymen's chains we ſhall be bound, 
My bonny lowland laddie, 
My handſome, &c. 


O bleſſings on the happy day, 
When we ſhall dwell together, 
Our lives will ſweetly paſs away, 
In ev'ry kind of weather: 
And ſhould the fates ordain it fo, 
We may be mam and daddy, 
O then what raptures we ſhall know, 
My bonny lowland laddie. 


ws © 


—— 
S O N S. 
3 way Is LOVE 50 PAST DEFINING. 
Sung at Vauxball. 


HY is love ſo paſt defining, 
Tell me, reaſon ? Chloe cry d; 
Cupid, on his bow recliniug, 
Heard the nymph and thus reply'd : 
©*Tis not reaſon can inform thee, 
Learn from me*—and ſhot adart ; 
Does no ſecret paſſion warm thee ?* 
es, the cry'd, ©'tisin my heart.“ 


, 
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| THE CINTENTED SHEFHERD. 
| Sung by Mr. Darley. 


[ Y the fide of a mountain, o'erſhadow'd with 
trees, 
with thick cluſters of vine intermingled and wove, 
1 behold my thatch'd cottage, dear manſion of eaſe! , 
The feat of contentment, of friendſhip and love: 

Each morn when I apen the latch of my door, 

My heart throbs with rapture to hear the birds fing; 
And at night when the dance in the village i is oer, 

On my pillow I ſtrew the freſh roſes of ſpring. 


When I hide in the foreſt from noon's ſcorching wy, 
While the tor:ent's deep murmurs re-echoing 
round, 
When the herds quit the paſture to quaff the clcar 
ſtream, 
And the flocks in :ne vale lie extended around, 
I muſe—but my thoughts are contented and free, 
[ regret not the iplendor of riches and pride ; 
. | The del'ghcs of retirement are dearer to me, 


| Than the proudeſt appendage to greatneſs allied. 


| I fing, and my ſong is the carrol of joy, | 
My cheek glows with health like the wild roſe in 


: bloom; 

I dance, yet forget not, tho* blithſome and gay, 
That I meaſure the feotiteps that lead to the tomb: 

1 D Contented 


| 


| 
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Contented to live, yet not fearful to die, 
With a conſcience unſpotted I paſs thro' life's 
ſcenes ; 
On the wings of delight ev*'ry moment ſhall fly, 
And the end of my days be refign'sd and ſerene. 


— — 
SON G.| 
JACK AND HIS CHARMING FANNY. 


| Kerr by Mr. Dignum. 
HE eldeſt born of love ly ſpring, 


Primroles gay were lowing, 
The feather'd choir their mattins fing, 
And filver fireams were flowing ; 
When trowſer'd Jack ſprang on the beach, 
Alert and pruce as any, 
And eager flew the cot to reach, 
Where dwelt his charming Fanny. y 


Twelve teous moons he'd counted o'er, 
| Now lively, now down hearted, N 
Since from bis much lov'd native ſhore, 
And much-iov'd girl he'd parted : 
Had felt the dire Sirocco blow, ; 
Seen torms and battles many, | 
Brav'd deith, who lays the hero low, | 
But ſpared him for his Fanny. 


He twirl'd the pin—* who's there ?* the cry d, 
In accents mildly winning; 

By inftin threw, her wheei aide, 
And left to chance her ſpinning : 


4 
Tis | 


ife's 
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, Tis I.” Her lover's voice ſhe knew, 


"Twas ſweeter far than any; 
Like lightning to her arms he flew, 
And claſp'd his charming Fanny. 


True love's perplex'd with hopes and fears;. 
Oft ruffled like the ocean ; 

But, ah! its joys excced its cares, 
And tranfient's the commotion : 

Pale abſence proves of love the teſt, 
And falſe it renders many 

But time ne er told which lov'd the beſt, 
Bold Jack or his charming Fanny. 


S O N G.| 


DEAR LITTLE COT TAGE MAIDEN, 


Sung by Maſter Phelps. 
ROM place to place | travers d long, 


Devoid of care or forrow, 

ich lightſome heart and merry ſongs, 

| though. n t of to-morrow : 

But when Priicilla caught my eye, 
With ev*ry charm array d in ; 

I figh'd and ſung, Lknow not why, 

Dear little cottage maiden. 


And wou'd the charmer be but mine, 


Sweet nymph I'd fo revere thee, 


I'd gladly ſhare my fate with thine, 


And evermozre be near thee; 
D 2 
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Tho* gold may pleaſe the proud and great, 
My heart with love is laden, 

Tl en let us join in wedlock's tate, 
Dear little cottage maiden. 


O'er we and mine come miſtreſs prove, 
And then what ill can harm usz 

Kind Hymen wil! each fear remove, 
And tpread each ſweet to charm us: 

Together we will live content, 

And nought but love will trade in, 

So ſweetly ſhall our lives be ſpent, 
Dear little cotrage maiden. 


— ͤ 4ññ. ͤ —ñ 


s © N C. 


A BUMPER, A FRIEND, AND THE GIRL OF 
YOUR HEART, 


Sung by Mr Taylor. 
O Venus and Bacchus, thoſe ſpirits divine, 
1 


i I pledge in full bumpers libations on earth, 
For friendſhip and love ſhall e er hallow the ſhrine, 
From whence all ſuch comforts of life owe their 
birth : | 
Tho? care may embitter the pleaſures of man, 
"Tis wine, cheering wine, that can temper the 
ſmart ; }] 3 
Then quaff it, ye mortals, and make it your plan, _ 
To bumper a friend, and the girl ot your heart. | f 


Should 


5 
z 
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Should envy intrude on the raptures of love, 
Y And her poiſon-frau ;ht adders maFgnantly hifs, 
Let conſtancy follow the faith of the dove, 
And the harpies ſhall die thro' ſiacerity's kiſs : 
E 


14 Then fill me a flaggon, fill, a? to the brim, 

55 And let each good fellow with me bear a part, 

; 1 1 ſong and my ſentiments, made but Br him, 
3 drinks to a friend, and the girl of his heart. 


To ſorrow or diſcord I n&er turn my mind, 
What have 1 with the minions of trouble to do? 
With Venus's myrtle my brows are entwin'd, 
And each thiob of my heart e*er to friendſhip is 
9 true: 
While I breathe in this world let me taſte ſuch delight 
As Bacchus and Venus can only impart ; 
| And like a true Briton I'll drink day and night, 
a To a brotherly friend, and tlie girl of my heart. 


N 9 
_— — 4 
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s Oo N G.| ; 


TE TRUE BRITISH SPORTSMEN, 


r | Sung by Mr. Clifford. 
| | E true Britiſh ſportſmen, who always delight, 
s I Ir. the field ev*ry morn, o'er the bottle at night, 
| | Comerouſe from your lumbers, and let us prepare, 


— To chaſe away dullneſs, in chafing the hare ; 
For what can delight o'er the fields as we ftray, 
Like the ſound of the horn, and the words, hark away. 
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Let dull ſtupid lovers their Philida's prize, = a 
And boaſt of the charms that enliven their eyes; 

While we after puſs, on the footſteps ''f tate, | 1 
Deſpiſe a wide ditch, a broad fence, or a gate $ 

Singing, as we fly over, ſo cheerful and gay, 

The delightful old chorus, of hark, hark awaye 4 


Our ſports in purſuing when weary we are, 

All jocund and merry we homewards repair; 
Sit down at the table of friendſhip to dine, 
And drown all our cares i a bumper of wine 3 
Sleep ſound till Aurora brings on a new day, 
Then again to the field, with a loud hark away. 


— 


s Oo N G4 


TELL THE MAID 1 LOVE HER+e | 
Sung by Mr. Taylor. [ | 
E guardian ſylphs that round the fairy 3 


On down pinions hover, | 

O whiſper ſof, in Sally's ear, 8 
How tenderly 1 love ber: | | 

In vain I try to hide, by art, | 0 
What all my looks diicover, + 0 4 

Mine eyes, alas ! betray my hearty 
Aad tell the maid I love her. 


Her boſom white as mountain ſnow, 
Her breath more ſweet than clover, 
Her cheeks where bluſhing roſes glow, 
Conſpire to make me love her | 


+ 
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When firſt I ſaw the lovely maid, 
She ſweetly bluſh'd all over, 
Her modeſt looks her heart betray'd, 


And if ſhe will but marry me, 

I nc'er can prove a over, 
No charms like Sally's do 1 ſees 

And truly I mutt love her: 

If ſhe at church will anſwer yes, 
While angels round her hover z 

Tul teal the bargain with a kift, 
And to my death Fil jove ber. 


—— 
SON .] 
THE SILVER MOON, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. 
ERE hall 1 ſeek the lovely ſwain, + 
That w«0'd me on the banks of Tweed ? 


Where hear the iotr and tender ſRraing | 
He play'd upon his oaten reed? 


i Oh!] ſweetly could the ſhepherd play, 


The bonny boy that won me ſoon ; 
For Sandy ſtole my heart away, 
While playing by the ſiwer moon. 


Where can he ftray, ah! tell me where, 
Return, my love, return to me; 
Come, let us to the grot repair, 
That overlook; the ſurgy fea ; 
| ' * 
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And when the village train's at reſt, 
My bonny boy thy bagpipes tune; 

For what can e er our love moleſt, 


While playing by the filver moon. | 


Come then, my bonny boy, with ſpeed, | 
Or elſe with grief my heart will break; 
Come let us range the banks of Tweed, 
And join the merry dance or wake: 
But what's the dance or wake to me, 
The boaft of ev'ry filly loon; 
Compar'd to moments paſs'd with thee, 
While playing by the filver moon. 


— 
SON S.] 
LUCY GRAY OF ALLENDALE. 
Sung by Maſter Phelps. 


H, have you ſeen the bluſhing roſe, 
The dlooming pink, or lily pale, 
Fairer than any flow'r that blows, 
Is Lucy Gray of Allendale. 


Penſive and fad, o'er braes and burn, 
Where oft” the nymph they us'd to hail, 
The ſhepherds now are heard to mourn, 
For Lucy Gray, of Allendale, 


With her to join the rural dance, 
Far have I firay'd o'er hill and dale, 
Where, pleas'd, each ruſtic ſtole a glance, 
At Lucy Gray of Allendale. 


Erh 


37 


W 


— 


— 


( 57.) 


*T was underneath yon hawthorn ſhade, 


That firſt I told the tender tale, 


But now low lays the lovely maid, 


Sweet Lucy Gray of Allendale. 


Bleak blows the wind, keen beats the rain, 
Upon my cottage in the vale; 

Long may I mourn a lonely ſwain, 
For Lucy Gray, of Allendale. 


s O N G.| 
THE KING AND CONSTITUTION. 


APPY Britons, great and free, 
Defend the ſource of liberty; 
Ye great and good, with pious hand, 
Support your King and fave this land : 


Where ſplendid commerce rears her head, 


And lib'ral arts their radiance ſpread, 
While wealth flows in with every tide, 
Let peace and harmony reſide. 


CHORUS. 


Let all with hearts and hands conſpire, 
Sound the trumpet, ftrike the lyre, 
Triumphant let us loudly fing, 

Our Conſtitution and our King. 


Peace and pleaſure, joy and love, 
Thro' the vale with freedom rove, 
With ſmiling Ceres hand in hand, 
Diffufing bleflings o'er the land: 


Ds 
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Then what can Britons wiſh for more, | 1. 
Or what have Britons to deplore, = 
Whilf truth and mercy from the throne, W 


Bids him call thoſe joys his own. 


Warm in the great and glorious cauſe, 
Of our religion and our laws, 

Ye great and good, with pious band, 
Support your King and fave the land : 
Let faith exalted lift her head, 

By ſmiling truth and reaſon led ; 
Faction difarm'd, ſhall hurt no more, 
And diſcord quit our happy ſhore. 


— N 


SON 8. * 


RYMEN'S EVENING POST. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


Great news, great news, great news, great news, 
great news. : 


REAT news, great news,. I'm hither ſent 
"Mong. mortals to declare, 
What paſs'd iu Hymen's parliament, 
W':ere Cupid took the chair; 
They mad the wiſe be decree, 
You've known in all your lives, 
Old maids ſhall bleſt with huſbands be, 1 
And bachelors have wives z 


as 
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To bachelors what rare news, 
And all your tabby hoſt, | 
Who may the tidings glad peruſe, 
In Hymen's evening poſt, 
Great news, great new, 
In H, men's evening poſt, 
Great news, great news. 


By every bachelor for life, 
A duty muſt be paid; 

Refuſing now to take a wife, 

| An antiquated maid : 

Poor foul, how great muſt be her joy, 
Who ſuch a lot eſcapes ; 

No more with pug and puſs to toy, 
And free from leading apes! 

What wondertul ſurpriſing news, 
For all your tabby hoſt, 

Who may the tidings glad peruſe, 
In Hymen's evening poſt, 


A bachelor moreover is 

i A poor unhappy elf, 

Who, void of all domeſtic bliſs, 
Lays ſnoring by himſelf: | 

He need not now, to cheer his mind, * 
In ſearch of goſſi p roam, 

For, ſure as fate, he II always find, 
Enough of that at home: _— - 

For bachelors what pleaſing news, 
And all your tabby boſt, 


Who may the ticing: giad 2 | | 
In Hymen's evening po TIE | 


D 
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—— 
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FAIR MARY. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


LIVE but in thy ſmiles, Mary, 
But in their ſphere revolve, 
Ihen pitying deign to look on me, 
Let mercy teach thee love : 
The gods above might envy me, 
Wert thou as kind as fair, Mary. 


The ſun which chears cold Zembla's vales, 
Has not a charm ſo great, 

Not half ſo ſweet the perfum'd gales, 
That tempers Afric's heat, 

As are thy ſmiles, bleſt maid, to me, 


as fair Mary. 
RT | 


I would not tempt frail fortune's wiles 
Nor weaith nor honor ſeek ; | 

Content to prove the virtuous ſmiles, 
Thar ſport on Mary's cheek : 

Then deign, ah ! deign to pity me, 

And be as kind as fair, Mary, 


SONG, 
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THE BLACKBIRD... 
Sung by Maſter Welſh. * 


WAS on a bank of daifies ſweet, 

A lovely maiden figh'd ; 

The little lambs play d at her feet, 
While ſhe in forrow cry*d, 

© Where is my love, where can he ftray ?* 
When thus a blackbird ſung, 

Sweet, ſweet, ſweef, ſweet, he will not ſtay, 
The air with mufic rung. 


© Ah! mock me not, bold bird,” ſhe ſaid, 
© And Why, pray, tarry here ? 

© Doſt thou bemoan ſome youngling fled, 
Or haſt thou loſt thy dear? 

© Doſt thou lament his abſence—ſay ?* 
Again the blackbird ſung, 

Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, ſweet, he will not ſtay 
The air with muſic rung. | 


© Sing on, the ery d, © thou charming bird, 
© Thoſe dulcet notes repeat; 

No muſic cer like thine was heard, 
© So truly ſwee et, fweets 


Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, ſweet, 
The air with muſic rung, 


** 


* 
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S O N 8. 5 
TCOWSLIPS OF THE VALLEY. 
Sang by Mrs. Crouch. 


H me! how happy once my lot, 
A No care my boſom knew, 

t mom I left my humble cot, 

My wants were then but few: 
But, ſad to tell, my parents dy d, 

And left when young poor Sally, 

o now to poverty allied, 

Cries C»wſlips of the Valley. 

+ Sweet Cowſlips of the Valley. 


Then let your gen'rous heart beſtow, 
Some boon of kind relief; 

And gratitude's bright tear ſhall flow, 
For that which ſooths my grief: 

If truth ite native colours wear, 
Dejected is poor Sally, 

That plucks and culls, with anxious care, 
Sweet Cowſlip: of the Valley. 


The lark's ſhrili mattin to the morn, 
Through heaven's etherial way, 

The humble red-breaſt on the thorn, 
That hymns at ſetting day: 

No mo:e ſhall charm with wonted glee, 
The heart of hapleſs Sally, 


Since doom's to cry thro' ty 
Sweet Cowllips of che Valle ; 
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BETSY BOBBIN. 
Sung by Mr. Blanchard. 
N love be I fifth button high, 


On velvet runs my courting 3 
Shears, buckram, twiſt, beſt broad cloth lift, 
I leave for others ſporting 3 5 
From needles, thread, my fancy's fled,. 
My heart is ſet a throbbing, 
And, no one by, I throbbing figh,. 
For charming Betſy Bobbin. 


Her lips ſo ſweet are velveret, 
Her eyes do weil their duty, 
Her ſkin's to me like dimity, 
The pattern ſhe's of beauty: 
Her hand ſqueez d oft” is ſattin ſoft, ; 
And ſets my heart a throbbing, = 
Her cheeks —O dear, red kerſe j mere | 
Lord, what a Betſey Bobbin. 


Her roguiſh ſmile can well beguile,. 
Her ev'ry look bewitches ; 7 

Vet never ftir when tack' d to her, | 
But Trim will wear the breech:s ; 

I've face and mien, am ſpruce and keen; 
And though my heart keeps throbbing, . 

There's not, in fine, one man in nine, - 
80 fit for Betly Bobbin. | 

| SONG. 
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s Oo N G.h 


LITTLE KITTY, 


Sung by Mrs. Helme. 


HEN golden wav'd the corn, 
And begg'd the fickle's aid, 
I roſe at bluſh of morn, - 
My burniſh'd hook difplay'd ; 
Well pleas'd the hours did paſs, 
Till Phebus ſunk to reſt, 
Then ſpeeding to my laſs, 
Her preſence made me bleſt: 
I love my ſweet, my charming neat, 
My lively little Kitty; 
To me no hawthorn's half ſo ſweet, 
As is the breath of Kitty: 
My merry little Kitty, 


All day I'd toil to gain a ſmile, 
From lovely little Kitty. 


The milk-pail for my fair, 
I've carried oft* e're now, 

Attended her with care, 
While ſhe has milk'd her cow: 

At wakes where paſtimes ſpring, 
With her I ſpruce am ſeen, 

And happy as a king, : 
She reigns my ruſtic queen. 

I love, &c. 


5 


My cherry-cheek'd young Kitty, 


8 ONG. 
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THE MARINER. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


x | ſea was ſmooth, the winds were low, 
| And from its ſource the village rill 
Retir'd with mournful lapſe and flow, 
When poor Ben Hatchway, neath a hill, 
Thus mournful ſigh'd, in deep diſtreſs, 
Alas! my wants go unrewarded, 
For ah ! no heart with meek redreſs, 
Relieves the tar When diſregarded. 


When doom'd by unrelenting fate, 
Alas! 1 left my native land, 
What agonies did love create, 
0 When blooming Mary left the ſtrand: 
While hov'ring o'er the veſſel's fide, 
Il thought my love ſhe then rewarded, 
But fince kind fortune's me deny'd, 


My faithful heart is Afeegarded. 


Shipwreck'd, of all I had bereft, 

My life eſcap'd a wat'ry grave, 
Retumn'd, ſome cordial fill I'd left, 
| 4 But found that friendſhip was a flave 


To avarice's greedy ftore 3 
For, ah! my wants went unrewarded, 
And thoſe this hand reliev'd, when poor, 


By poverty's now diſregarded, 


| 
| 
| 
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But who ſhall fill the raging ſtorm, 
That ſpread ill fate, alas ! on me, 
When I unpitied and forlorn, a 
Shall fink beneath life's ruthleſs ſea ? 
Save happier climes, when troubles o'er, 
My wants will then be ſweet rewarded, 
Whea black ingratitude no more 
Shall cruſh the heart now diſregarded. 


DUE Th 


ON YONDER sri. 
Sang by Mr. and Mes. Carey. 


N yonder ftile let's fit awhile, 
To hear the nightingale ; 
The lazy moon will get up ſoon, 
And filver o'er the vale : 
Ah! id you know the pang I feel, 
I can no longer now conceal z 
The tender tale I muſt reveal ; | 


On yonder ftile let's fit awhile, N. 
To hear the nightingale; | 
The lazy moon will get up ſoon, | N. 


And filver o'er the vale. 
The golden ſun his race bas run, ( 


The linnet ſeeks her neſt | * 25 
The ſhepherd's care all folded are, W 
While he plads home to reſt ; 


' 
/ 


( 
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Then let us, William, onward move, 


Unto the ftreamlet, near the grove; 
And while I wiiper o'er my love, 
On yonder file let's fit awhile, 
To hear the nightingale, 
The lazy moon will get up ſoon, 
And filver o'er the vale. 


s © N . 5 


THE WAY TO GET MARRIED. 


Sung by Mrs. Davies. 


HEN at home in our village the lads term'd 
me ſmart, 
Fond couples around us were cooing, 
A pupil to granny, whoſe marble cold heart 
Had render'd her callow to wooing : 
She taught me to frown at a lover's advance, 
To ſuch height my prudery carried, 
No partner cer offer'd at fair, wake, or dance, 
Lud, that wa'n't the way to get married: 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
That ne*er was the way to get married. 


So I haſtened to London, ſame kinsfolks to ſee, 
And my cap at ſpruce cockneys was ſetting, 
When again in an error was plung'sd ſilly me, 


I from prudery flew to coqueting: 
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Convinc'd I was wrong, when again one appear” 
And ſomehow my heart ſet a beating, 
Poor prudery ſoon from its fortreſs was ſcar d, | 
Ani coquetry quickly retreating : ) 
I trove ev'ry action my ſwain ſhould approve, 
Affe ctation's return well I parried ; 
Endeavour was crown'd, we return'd love for love, 
And that was the way to get married, 
Tes, yes, &c. 


ow ay ” 7 


KATTY FLANNINGAN., 
Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. f 
7 * oped of the night when by whiſkey in- 
pir'd, 


And pretty Katty Flanningan my ſenſes had fir'd, 
I tap'd at her window, when thus ſhe began, 


To be fure I caus'd ſquabbles enough with the men | 
B t, alack, in my chains ſhort they tarried, : 
I'd n t one lover left tho? I once boaſted ten! 

Lud, that wa'n't the way to get married. 
No, no, &c. 


O what the devil are you at, get out you naughty man. 


I gave her a look, O as ſly as a thief, 
Or when hungry I'd view a fine fir-loin of beef; 
My heart is red hot, ſays I, but cold is my ſkin, 


So pretty miſtrefsFlanningan, O won't you let me — ls 
| 8 


| ( & ) | 
W Sde open'd the door, I ſat down by the fire, | 
1 And ſoon was reliev'd from the cold, wet, and mire, 

And pleas'd her io mightily, that, ere it was day, | | 
I ole poor Katty's tender heart, and fo tripp'd away, | 


I, s O N G.t 
| VE SAIL'D THE WORLD AROUND. i 


8 ang by Mr. Banniſter. 


HAVE ſail'd round the world, view'd all nations 
| and ciimes, | 
* FEv'ry port of the compaſs have box d; if 
| Seen fair weather, heavy ſqualls, your bet and worſt 
of times, | 
| And now and then a pretty girl have coax'd: 
But Old England for my money, and a Britiſh laſs in 
b tow, 
, Bleſs their hearts, why I never, never ſnub em; 
As for this or that there enemy, wherever bred the for, 
We Engliſh hearty cocks always drub 'em : 
* | Then with flip, the fiddles, Poll, piping, tol de rol, 
1 We laugh and quaff it merrily, yo ho, yo ho. 


act. em. de K 
—— — _ _— 
- 


- _ — 
4 MT 4 — 1 — — - . 


— 
_w — 4w 


They call us careleſs ninnies, well let em, and what 
then? 

2 Wpy the rhino we works hard for, you know: 

Not to hoard it like lubbers—but to boys like men, 
With a meſſmate, girl, a fiddle boys, or ſo. 

| Then Old England, &c. | 
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THE MINIATURE, 


Sung by Maſter ig. 


AST thou not ſeen in morning's orient eye, 
Some azure gleam mark when the ſun was nighz | 
And as its fleeting form would tea) away, 

Found on thy memory its idea firay ? 

Alike on this fair miniature I trace, 


The abſent charms of lovely Delia's face. 


Haſt thou not ſeen the evening ſtar, at night, 
Dart through the gloom a ray of tranfient light; 
Ott' cheers the pealant's ſolitary way, 

Wirh hopes, fond proſpect, of a chearful day ? 
Alike on this fair miniature I rrzce 


Midſt hopes and fears my Delia's lovely face. 


S O N 6. 
THE GREYHOUND. 


Sung by Ms. Dignum, 
dew lightly fell on the ſweet briar thorny 


| 


Aurora proclaim'd it was day; 1 
Shriil echo repeated the ſound of the horn, A 


Thy] 


Which zepbyr bore ſoftly away : 


( or ) 


Þ The dogs were uncoupled, the chace none did lack, 


When Towler, a taunch mettled hound, 
That once was the boaſt of the loud op'ning pack, 
Crawl'd forth to the muſical ſound. 


For years he unrival'd was held far and near, 
As ſtaunch as e'er fol'ow'sd the chace ; 

O'er hedge, ditch, and ſtile, would ſkim light as air, 
Till age made him flacken his pace : 


Turn'd out of the pack, yet unwilling to yield, 


The remains uf a mettleſome hound, 
At the huntſman's loud ſhout would hie to the field, 
And yelp to the muſical ſound. ' 


Twas once when with hunting our ſpeed gan to lag; 
And ſportſmen with dogs were behind, 

That Towler like lightning flew after the ſtag, 
And made him his prey, fleet as wind: 

But now blind and feeble, of vigour bereft, 
Scarce able to ſtray o'er the ground, 

No token remaining of former ſtrength left, 


To follow the muſical found. 


Diſpenſing at laſt to poverty's food, . 
He droop'd, with old age, lean and poor, 
While huntſmen recount his worth once io good, 
And many a virtue tell o'er ; 
No mere the gay chace he awakes in the morn, 
For ſtretching himſelf on the ground, 
His ears faintly heard the echoing hora, 
And died to the muſical ſound. « 


SONC. 
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THE FAIR OF ERITAIN'S 181. 


Sung by Mr. Taylor. 


4 ILL, fill the glaſs, to beauty charge, 
And baniſh care from ev'ry brealt ; 
In briſk champaigne we'll quick diſcharge, 
A toaſt ſhall give the wine a zeft : 
With rapt'rous Iove the ſoul delight, 
And make e' en miſery ſmile— 
The nation's ornament moſt bright, 
The Fair of Britain's Iſle. 


The boaſted beauties they ſurpaſs, 
Of France, of Italy, of Spain; 
More nobly ranlc'd in virtue's claſs, 
The world's applauſe they juitly gain: 
Circaſſia's dames no more ſhall boaſt 
Their once all conqu'ring ſmile ; 
Thro' kingdoms this the future toait— 
The Fair of Britain's Iſle. 


Then join with me, ye gen'rous youth, 
| Whoſe breaſts with noble paſhon burn, 
Plead with ſincerity and truth, 

Nor doubt you'll meet a juſt return: 
Do you deſerve, and they'll reward 

Wich faſcinating fmile ; 
Then love and honor ever guard 

The Fair of Britain's Iſle. 


_— 
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POOR ANCHORET., 


2 


| 


| Long lov'da tar of merit rare, 
All nobly brave, but fortune's ſcorn : 
For him the heav'd the penſive figh, 
While ſorrow mark'd, with fond regret, 
The tear that flow'd from either eye, 
Adown the cheek of Anchoret. 


; OOR Anchoret, a maidea fair, 


+ 


Ah! me,” ſhe cry'd, © tern fate has born, 
My true love diſtant far from me, 
What fears await his wiſh'd return 
Safe from the dangers of the ſea: 
Since that he's doom d alas! to rove, 
My cares awhile I'd fain forget, 
| But abſence doth moſt firmly prove, 
The love fincere of Anchoret.“ 


Now ev'ning clos'd the ſultry day, 
Which check'd awhile the riſing ſi gh 

For calm repoſe ſoft wip'd away 
The pearly tear from off her eye; 


Thus ſlumber bade meek ſorrow ceaſe, 


And ev'ry timid fear forget, 
"Till morn awak' d ber from ſweet peac?s 


| And flFd with * nchoret. 
EF ; | 


| 


5 


Sung by Mr, Dignum. r 


Whoſe worth might virtue*s ſelf adorng. 


*. 
he 
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| But joy at length her wiſhes crown's, 


| For fate return'd ber love from ſea 
| In him all conftancy ſhe found, 
| For he was ever kind and free: 
Thus he rewarded love fincere, 
And bade her every care forget, 
| Who meek beheld her in a tear, 


And wip'd it from poor Anchoret. 
Po 
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vant! IIA TUNEFUL VOICE. 


Sung by Maſter Phelps. 


| ARK! bark! Eliza's tuneful-voice, 
Gives harmony to love's ſoft ſong, 
uth ev'ry rude and vulgar noiſe, 
. Ye zephyrs ſoftly breathe along. 


See, love herſelf ſtands KM ning by, 
While Cupids hover round, 
Let not the tender heaving figh, 
Diſturb the magie ſcund, 


Tis heav'n to hear Eliza's voice, 
When Hove infpires the fong ; 
But ah! how muſt that ſwair. rejoice, 

Whoſe name ber notes prolong. 
| L I > SONG. 
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THE BLACKBEIRD'S SWEET WHISTLE. 


OULD you know true enjoyment, come lift 
to my lay, 
Where health and contentment are ſeen ; 
View the mower that riſes at dawn of the day; 
And trips o'er the mantle of green: 
To the lark's early fong 
Sec, he trudges along, 
O'er many a briar and thiftle ; 
Then all cheerful and blithe 
As he oft” whets his ſcythe, 
He'll fing to the blackbird's = whiſtle. 


For ſay, what is riches compared to health, 
Or greatneſs to ſweet peace of mind ? | 
The one may add pleaſure, the other add wealth, 
But no bliſs in either we find 
Like that, when the ſong | 
Of the lark calls along = 
O'er many a briar and thiſtle ; 
The triſk mower fo blithe, 
' * Who does oft' whet his ſcythe, 
And fings to the blackbird's fweet whiſtle, 


How ſweet does a ſmile from the cot of content 
Cheer the peaſant when labour is o'er, 
Who ne'er once repines at what fortune has ſents 
But gratefully bleſſes its ſtore ; 
E 2 
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The lark's cheerful ſong, 
Still calls him along, 

O' er many a briar and thiitle 
Then all cheerful and blithe, 
He again whets his ſcythe, 


And ſings to the blackbird's ſweet whiflle- 


— ä¹. Ü. — 
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THE COTTAGER'S DAUGHTERs 


Sung at Vauxhall. - 


H! tell me, ye ſwains, have you ſeen my Paſtera? 
O ſay have you met the ſweet nymph on your 
Way? 5 a 
Tranſcendent as Venus, and blithe as Aurora, 
From Neptune's bed iſing to hail the new day: 
Forlorn do I wander, and long time have ſought her, 
_ _ The faireſt, the rareſt, for evi my theme; 
A goddeſs in ferm, though a cottager's daughter, 
That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream. 


Tho? lordlings ſo gay, and young ſquites have ſought 
he 


T, 

To link her fair hand 1d the conjugal chain ; 
Devoid of ambition the cottager's daughter 

Convinc'd them their offers and flattery were vain; 
When firſt I beheld her I fondly beſought her, 

My heart did her homage, and love was my theme, 
She vow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottagea's daughter, 

That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream 


* 
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Then why thus alone does ſhe leave me to languith ? 
Paſtora to ſplendor could ne*er yield her hand; 
Ah! no, the returns to heal my fad anguith, 

O*er her heart love and truth retain the command: 
The wealth of Golconda could never hase bought her 
For love, truth; and conſtancy ſtill is my theme, 
Then give me, kind heaven, the cottager's daughter: 

That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ftream. 


—— — 


8 0 N 8. 
© WHAT A COUNTRY. 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


A 
WHAT a country fur people to marry in, 
O Love and its comforts they ne ver miſcarry in! 
Miſs wants a huſband and Maſter a wite, 
Parents conſent and they're happy for life ; 
If one bed wort do, 
They put up with two ; 
K The good wife loves to roam, 
The god man ſtays at home z 
At night they retire from their merry go rounds, 
He's got a few bott'es, ſhe's loſt a few pounds : 
If ſuch the delights ſuch fond unions beſpeak, 
Say, who would live fingle a week ? 
Happy pair, 
Say, who would live fingle a week. 


E 3 ; Fonuns 


( 78 ) 


Fortune perhaps the fond couple may ſmile upon, + + 
Field for the fair to ſhew off her grand ſtyle upon 3 
A coach and fix horſes, a ſervice of plate, 
A beau for ſoft ſervice, a dozen for ſtate ; 
Should pocket be low, 
To traffic they go, 
A great rout is declar d, | 
A rich faro prepar'd, \ 
The gueſts return lighcer perhaps than they went, 
The ſupper diſcharg'd and the hoſts are content: 
If wedlock ſuch permanent joys can diſplay, | 
Pray who would live fingle a day? | 
Charming ſcene ! 


Pray who would live fingle a day. 


Lucky in theſe they have other reſources, too, 
Sweet ſeparation and tender reſources too, 
If our wife in a friend to» much confidence puts) 
We thruſt a ſtiletto ſtrait into his guts: 

By a counſellor's wig : 

And the weapons they draw | 

Is a limb of the law : | | 
Both parties for damage good naturedly fue, | 
And their wrongs are ſet right by a Nabob or Jew? 
If huſbands ſuch recompence have in their power, 

Then who would live fingle an hour ? | 

Pleaſant rogues ! 


Thea who would live fingle an hour, 


| | 4. 
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© WHEN THE FAYOR'D YOUTH, 
Sung by Sig. Sterace. 
H! when the favored youth you love, e 


In whiſpers tells his am'rous tale, 
And when, his tender paſſion to reprove, 
Alas! you ftrive to frown in vain : 
Then think my heart, ſo like your own, 
Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free; 
For there the tyrant has his throne, 


And, as you figh, Oh! pity me. 


Your ſwain muſt be, dear aunt, I know, 
Some ſhepherd piping in the ſhade, 

I prefer Cupid as a beau, 
With jantee air and ſmart cockade : 

Oh! when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whiſpers tells his am'rous pain, 


And when, his tender paſſion to reprove, 


Alas! you ſtrive to frown in vain ; 
Tho* you affect a rural ſwain, 
Yet London love's the ſelf ſame pain. 


Oh! when the favor'd youth you love, 
In whiſper tells his am'rous pain, 
And when his tender paſſion to reprove, 
Alas you ftrive to n vain: 
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Then think my heart, ſo like your own, 

Cannot from Cupid's wiles keep free, 
For there the tyrant has his throae, 
And, as you fagh, Orpity me. 


——— —— 
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LOVE, THOU STRANGE CAPRICIOUS BOY, 


Sang by Mr. Dicnum, 
OVE, thou ſtrange capricious boy, 


Source of ſorrow, ſource. of Jy» 
Tell me why delight is flown, 

From a boſom. all your own : 

From this heart, which owns thy ſway, 
Bid keen ſorrow far away; 

Hope again and joy replace, 

Love to fill thy dwelling place, 


Grief o'erwhelms my conſtant breaſt, 
Sorrow - fills the ſeat of love; 
Cupid give this boſom reft, 

Killing doubts and fears remove : 
From this heart, &c. 


If my fair-one, by a ſmile, 

Sorrow of its ting beguile ; 

Why then love fo froward be, 

Since a frowg is death to me: 
From this heart, &c. 


sono. 
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HOW GAILY ROLL'D THE MOMENTS ON, 


Sung by Mrs. F rankin, 


OW gaily roll'd the moments on, 
When Sandy woo'd me ilka day; 
But a' that fleeting joy is gone, 
Since war hath preſs'd him far away: 
In vain the ſhepherds pipe and fing, 
The blooming maidens dance in vain, 
»Till peaceful time ſhall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the happy train : 
Tho? blithſome are the rural ſwains, 
Who grace the flowery banks of Tay, 
Yet none of them with à their pains, 
Secm balf io bonny, blithe, and gay. 


= 
When dreſs'd in plaid of tartan bra” 
With garter deck'd beneath his knee, 
So ſmart a lad you never ſaw, 
And O how neat he look'd to me ! 
Whene'cr he drove his ſheep and kye, 
To ſell them at the tryſte or fair, 


| Kind Sandy never fail'd to buy 


A roll of ribbons for my hair: 
But now his flocks, of late ſo glad, 

His lambs that wont to ſkip and play, 
Methinks are unco* dull and fad, 

Since war hath forc'd him far away. 
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Ye fair, decreed in Rate to ſhine, 
Your wealth and pomp I value not, 

Be lairds your choice, young Sandy's mine, 

With him to ſhare a lowly cot; 

My boſom no ambition knows, 

That veſtal maids may not impart, 

It from as pure a paſſion flows, 

As ever warm'd a lover's heart: 

Oft' muſing near yon verdant birk, 

I long to fee the happy day, 

When he ſhall lead me to the kick, 

And ne'er again gang far away. 


— —  —  — 
S O N G.* 
OLD TOWLER, 


| Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


RIGHT chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 
And ſpangles deck'd the thorn ; 
Ine lowing herds now quit the lawn, 
The lark ſprings from the corn: 
Dogs, huntſmen, round the window throng, 
Fleet Towler leads the cry, 
Ariſe, the burthen of the ſong, 
This day a ſtag muſt die: 
Wich a hey ho chivey, 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantivy 
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1 tantivy, hark forward, tantivy, 
Ariſe, the burthen of their ſong, 
This day a ftag muſt die, 
This day a ftag muſt die, 
This day a flag muſt die. 


Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward, tantivys 
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The cordial takes its merry round, 
The laugh and joke prevail ; 

The huntſman blows a jovial found, 
The dogs ſnuff up the gale: 

The upland winds they ſweep along, 
O'er fields through brakes they fly, 

The game is rous o, too true the ſongs 

This day a ſtag muſt die. 
With a hey ho chivey, &c. 


Poor ftag the-dogs thy haunches gore, 
The tears run down thy face; 

The huntſman's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the chaſe : 

Alike the ſportſmen of the town, 
The virgin game in view, 

Are full content to run them down, 
Then they in turn purſue. 


— 
s Oo N ©. 
An waLL-a-Dar. 
Sung by Mr. Bannifter, 
H me! I am loft and forlorn, 
No hope can my anguiſh aſſuage 3 
or alas! long before I was born, 
My fair-one had dy'd of old age: 
Ah! well-a-cay, well- a-day. 
26 Why, 


, 
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Why, time, ſhoul'ſt thou thus be uncooth ? 
Why wither her beauties divine ? / 

Why rob her of every tooth, 

Before I had cut one of mine: 

Ahl well-a-day, well-a-day. 


At night to her tomb I'll repair, 
Bewailing the ne'er was my bride, 
Cut a lock of her lovely grey hair, 
If any was left when ſhe dy'd. 
Abl well- a-day, well- a- day. 


S ON 8. 
THEN $AY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAX YOU LOVE ME» 
Sung by Mr. Darley. — 
EAR Nancy I've fail'd the world all around, 
And ſeven long years been a rover, 


To make for my charmer each ſhilling a pound, 
But now my hard perils are over: 


F've ſav'd from my toils many hundreds in gold, 


The comforts of life to beget, 
Have borne in each climate the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette: | 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 


Tho” others may boaſt of more riches than mine, 
And rate my attractions een fewer, 


At their jeers and ill nature Ell ſcorn to repines 


Can they boaſt of u hoar that Is truer : © 
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Or will they for thee plough the hazardous main, % 


In the ſeaſons both ſtormy and wet? ; 
If not, why III do it again and again, 

And all for my pretty Brunette, 
Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 


When order'd afar in purſuit of the foe, 
I ſigh at the bodings of fancy, 

Which fain would perſuade me I might be laid Tow, 
And ah! never more fee my Nancy: 

But hope, like an angel, ſoon baniſh d the ww 
And bade me ſuch nonſenſe forget; 

] took the advice and un launtedly fought, . 
And all for my pretty Brunette, 

Then ſay, my ſweet girl, can you love me. 


— 
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THE BRUSH. 


Sung by Mr. Callint. 


HILE warbling Italians decoy the gay th:ongs 
Wich their lullaby ſounds, without ſenſe for 
a plea, 
And FL. Britiſh ears with outlandiſh ſong, 
Combin'd with the magic of twedledum dee: 
And the dear diletante, in taſte never ſcanty, 
On foreigners laviſh their fayors ſo fluſh 3 
Let a native to-night your good-humour excite, 
And the canker of care ſweep _ with his bruſti. 


Aud 
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As no ſordid tints on my canvas are ſpread, 

And alike I diſdain to bedaub or beſpatter : 

Yer deformity 's tribe if we fairly deſcribe, 
Proportion and grace can have no cauſe to bluſh, 

And the ſons of true merit no grudge can inherit, 

To ſee rank impoſtor expos'd to the bruſh. 


* 
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The vo'tries of Theſpis, whoſe ſenſes are thrill'd, 

_ By Melpomene's woes, or the joys of Thalia; 
Who by ftart, ſtrut, and ſtare, are amaz'd or appal'd, 
And look up to the ſtage as the Lactea Via: 
Tho? eager to {tray in that ſweet milky way, 

Their panting impatience may end in a bluſfiz 

If their eyes are but clear to ſee how things appear, 
In their true native light, by the help of a bruſh. 
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Katerfelto you know puff d away with big ſounds, 

About wonderful wonders for folks to review; 
And Aſtley and Hughes, with their merry go rounds, 

Hath ſhewn us what children o'cock horſe can do: 
Doctor Graham likewiſe took the town by ſurpriſe * 
When ne ſhamefully put men and maids to the 

bluſh— | 

But let proftitute faves entertain fools and knaves, 
And decency fill be the pride of the bruſh. 


— r 6Quttcn 
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We well know that taſte is deſpotic in ſway, 


millien ; 
Yet, if I keep my ſeat, tis no matter what way, 
Let them take the ſaddle and I'll mount 2 


—_ 
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And that new's paper guides rules the minds of the 
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And while handling the bruſh, like an artiſt, for bread, / 
Let me cut my poor loaf without ſtooping to flatter ; 7 


For 


Ye 


r 
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It muſt be to him my fancy likes beſt : 


But he that's moſt loving, courageous, and free, 


4 : = 
J For but vainly we firive when the devil will drive, 


| 
. How one day he was found laid out dead in the 5 


12 


( 37 ) 


And, needs muft, is the maxim, our murmurs to 
| huſh 3 © 
Yet I hope the cleft hoof will for once keep aloof, 
And no ill natur d devil run down my pocr bruſh, 


You have all read the tory of poor little ſweep, 


ſnow, 
Knowing no honeſt means how from ſtarving to keep 
His bruſh he had loſt and his living alſo : 
Now put me in his place, and the very ſame caſe 
Muſt be mine, if my labors the critic ſhould cruſhz 
Then for charity ſpare, leſt his tate I ſhould ſhare, 
For, — 14 little ſweep, I've no bread but my 
bru 


— — — 
S ON S. 
THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAIN, 


Sung by Mr:. Franklin. 


REE lovers 1 boaſt who are handſome and 
ſmart,” : 

And each in his turn bas laid ſiege to my heart, 
But when I give up to ſo bold a requeſt, 


Now one is a fop that dotes on himſelf, 9 - 
And Cother, tho* pleaſing, is fond of his p&lf, 


I the young Iriſm Captain, the hu ſband for me: 
| With 


6 * 


9 - 


( 88 ) 
With his rub a dub, row de dow, row de dow, rub 7 My 
dub, 


Row de dow, row de dow, row de dow, row de dow, Ce 


Kub a dub, row * dow, O the dear creature. 


My mother, now mind, intercedes for the fop, 


And my father for money at nothing will ſtop; W 
So one is for this and the other for that, 
But neither the ſoldier will dare to look at: H 


And this is the reaſon, his fortune is ſmall, 

Or indeed, to ſpeak plainer, he has none at all; ; 

But ſo ſweetly he pleads, and fo loving is he, 

That the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband fer me. 

With his rub a dub, &c. | T 


When he whiſpet'd, dear lad, t'other day in my ear, 
Let us haſte to the church and get married, my dear, L 
Oh! he look'd in my face, and he fo preſs'd my hand, | 
That IL could not his tender catreatics withſtand, v 
For the bold ſon of Mars ſo acted his part, | 
That he forc'd me, 1 own, to furrender my heart; \ 
So now where he marches I'm likely to be, | 


For the young Iriſh Captain's the huſband for me, | 


With his row de dow, &c. , 
/ 

SOHO, + 

A BALM FOR THE BITTERS OF LIFE, [ 


We'll leave them in ſecret to pine, 
tell you the ſource of true pleaſure, 
"Tis women, * women, and wine ; 


13 muckworms exiſt on their treaſure, [ \ 


9 


+ _ WT 


29 ) 


rub 7 My conduct is cenſur'd for certain, 

Well knowing that life's but a farce, 
dow, | Contented *till fate drops the curtain, 
I'll chearfully take t'other glaſs. 


CHORU $. 


What matters then ſighing or pining, 
For future deeds, preſent, or paſt, 0 
Here's a cordial will keep you from whining, 
And makes us all eaſy at laſt. 


|| Thoſe monzrchs who. fight for: ambition, 
Who miniſters often beguile, 

* I pity their ſov re gu condition, a 

* = | And laugh, while they only dare ſmile : 

4 Let them conquer and deſolate nations, 

To riſe in the annals of fame; 

| While Bacchus's bumper libations 
My unfading laurels proclaim. 

3 }| What matters then, &c. 

ö 


Come here my example to follow, 
No further you need ever ſeek; 
At tipling I am an apt ſcholar, 
My precepts are gather'd from Greek 2 
From Anacreon I borrow my leſſon, 
Subduing whole legions of ſtrife, 
| By heavens, my lads; tis a bleſſing, 
And a balm for the bitters of life. 
What matters then, &. 


| 2 228 sor. 
My | 0 


— 
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T AM THE BOY IN A BATTLE, - 
Sung by R. Palmer. T 


AST cer ſeen a hen on hot griddle ? 


H Has Jack Lantern e er play'd tricks with thee? \ 
id it eber feg a cat and a fiddle? 


Then judge in a battle of me: 

For 1 am the boy in a battle, 
That ne'er yet one moment ſtood ſtill, 

Whilſt farill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
Its in quick running I ſhew my ſkill: 

For when whizzing by come the bullets, 
And ſoldiers lie down and are dead, 

And broad ſwords have flit up their gullets, 

It's high time time to take care of my 


CHOR US. 


Yet ſtill I am the boy in the battle, 1 
Am miſſing when danger is nigh, 
At running 1 beat all their cattle, FB. 
And my pay to receive I can fly. 


. N a 
Shot off were my arms in the battle, | 
(Tho? it certainly makes you more light) 7 
You'll find yourſelf in ſuch a flurry, 1 | 
That ne hand you can have in the fight: 


thee? | 


'( gr 


Blown off were your legs from their tations, 
(In dread war's dire chance ſure their might) 
Not all the great wiſdom of nations 
On a footing can put you fight : 
To loſe a man's head in a battle, 
Out of countenance puts him quite, 
Hears neither fifes ſqueak, nor drums rattle, 
His noſe he can't ſhew in the fight. 
Therefore I'm the boy, &c. 


A fool's advice take in a battle, 

And your heels uſe when danger's at hand, 
Or when arrows fly and druths rattle, 

You may then have no heels on ſtand; 
And then you'll lie down in the battle, 

Your enemies laugh at the joke, 
Depriv'd of the pleaſure to prattle, 

And quite loſt in a torrent of ſmoke :; 
Then glory comes in with her laurel, 

And ſhadows your poor bleeding head, 
Tho? life you have loſt in the qnarrel, 

You're fame will live after you're dead, * 


Then what ſhould I do in a battle, 
Nay *rwere beſt dwell in ſafety like thee 3 
Nor wait ' till fate's trump ſounds her rattle, 
No ſuch grinning honor for me. 


SONO. 
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2 S ON 0. 5 
THz THRIFTY WIr IE. I 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


AM a cheerful fellow, altho' a martied man, 
And in this age of folly purſue a ſaving plan; 
ho* wives are thought expenfive, yet who can live 


| alone ? 
Thea fince they are dear creatures, tis beſt to have 
but one: | 
My choice diſcoyers truly my prudence and my taſte, 
Ive a very little wife, with a very little waſte, 


. Marriage is a draught we take for better or for worſe, 
And wiſe js he who can prevent the drafts upon his 
purſe | 
| But evils are much leſſen'd when wives are well in 
clin'd, | 
For tho* they come acroſs us, we ſhape them to our 
mind: | 
If matters are well manag'd no need to be ftrait lac'd 
You may with little danger increaſe the little waiſt, | 


AE PRE 


Tho? ſpouſyꝰs ſo diſcreet fill each faſhion ſhe'll diſ- 
play 

Her boſom, heaven bleſs her, is as open as the day ! 

Her garment may I venture a new fitnilie to beg) 

Hangs loſe ly from her ſhoulder, like a gown upon 4 | 


>. od 
Yet, fearful of expences, ſhe ſhortens it tho? ſmall, 
And if — goes on ſhortening there'll be no waſte 4 


ö 
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THE TRUE HONEST HEAT. || 


— | 
Sung by Mr. Taylor. ved 
| 
ive | ; 
+ YN this chaos of new-fangled modes that we live, 
ave Þ I My ſentiments boldly and bravely Ul give, 
| I'll do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 


ſte, As 1 wiſh unto other's their conduct ſhould be: 
The beſt of all max ims 1 think, for my part, | 
Is my grandmother's mode—a true honeſt heart. 


his | My neighbour 1 love as myſelf, I proteſt, 
If the ſame ſort of friendſhip I find in his breaſt ; 


in- | 1 rey'rence the laws, and our ſov'reign re ſpect, . 
| Ne ne er aims to ſubvert what he's bound to prptect: 
our May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 
94 For I firmly believe he's a true honeſt heart. 
a 
ſt. ö 


Now fill up your glaſſes, let each quit his ſeat, 
40 Let your brows be uncover'd, ftand firm om your feet, 
F Take your glafles in hand, place them right to your. 


1p, 
y! L On pain of a bumper, let none dare to ſip, 
* My ſentiments known then, you all may departs , 
on 4 May diſtreſs ne ver find out the true honeſt heart. 


SONG, 


— — 
S O N G. 
u DEFENCE OF HER ex.“ 
Sung by Mrs. Leaver. 
N defence of her ſex ſure a woman may ſpeak, 


Pray what is it now that you men would be at ? 
o you think that we mind each occaſion you ſeek 


To laugh at cur dreſs, little waifts, and all that: 


No, don't Sirs, believe it, ſuch nonſenſe muſt fall, 
Convinc'd, when we look but one moment about 
us 
That whether we ve waiſt, or no waiſt at all, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us. 


»Tis filly to ſport with our fancies and drefs, 
As we can ſubdue you whenever we pleaſe 3 
For fince we've the power you all muſt confeſs, 


To make you aſk pardon for that on your knees : 


Then prithce, dear Sirs, leave our ſhort waiſts alone, 
"Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it, don't 
doubt us, 
So give o'er your jeſting, and candidly own, 
You can't for the life of you men do without uss 


That women have tongues I believe you well know, 
But pray do not force us to put them in uſe; 

For ſure if you give them but freedom to go, 
You'll find it a hard thing to ſtop their abuſe 3 

Beſides, look at home, on the dreſs of yourſelves, - 
With your Spencers and pantaloons flocking about 

53 | 
But I tell you again, O, ye confident elves, . 
You can't for the life of you men do without us, 


— 


* 


4 


I 


Df lowly Rate and bumble born, 
| Devoid of fame or pride: 
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 LVBIN OF THE HILL, 


Sung by Mifs Milne. 


HERE Loweſtoff waves its yellow corn, 
Young Lubin. does reſide, 


he ſhepherd's boſom free from guile, 
Knows nought of art or ill, 

et who can love and ſweetly m 
Like Lubin of the Hill. 


Tho' riches ſcorn to deck his cot, 

Content around him dwells ; / 
And tho“ but few the ſheep he's got, 

His flecee all flocks = 

Rear'd by his care, they friſk and play, 

And rove about at will, 

Like when I gave my heart away, 

To Lubin of the Hill. 


But Hymen ſoon ſhall join our hands 

Young Lubin has confeſs'd, 

And ſure when love cements the bands, 

We muſt be truly bleſt : 

My hand and heart has long been thine, | | 
Ang ſhall, my ſhepherd, Gill; p | 

For who chat“ s marry'd can repine : 

With Lubin of the Hill. | | | 


—— — 
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O-LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF TLovz. 


Sung by Ar. Welſh. 


\J LISTEN, liſten, to the voice of love, 
It calls my Daphne to the grove, 


Tune primroſe ſweet bedecks the field, 


The tuneful birds invite to rove : 
To ſofter joys let ſplendor yield, 
Jy liſten, liſten, to the voice of love. 


Where flow'rs their blooming ſweets exhale, 
My Daphne fondly let us ftray, 

Where whisp'ring love breathes forth his tale, 
And ſhepherds ſing their artleſs lay; 

O liſten, liften to the voice of love, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come, ſhare with me the ſweets of ſpring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous noiſe 3 
The happy ſwains all cheerful fing, - 
And echo ſtill repeats their joys : 
Then liſten, liſten to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


— 
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A DANCE ROUND THE MAY-POLES 


5 Sung by Mrs. Mountains 


DANCE round the may-pole my boſom delights 
When the merry notes of the minſtrel call, 
Then the ſeaſon is gay, and the ev*ning invites, 
O the joys, the delights, my fend boſom enthrall > 
| Then high-born maids look down with ſcorn, 
© TI envy not your giddy round, 
| While jewels bright your heads adorn, 
Content within our hearts is found. 


2 


SON 8. 


BOB OF THE MILL. 
Sung in the Woodman. _ 
| 


Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beft;. 

| My body's as ſound as a roach 

Tuo in gay ſpangled garments I never was dreſts. 

Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 

| If fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, 

— My facks with her riches to fill, 

Why ſurely tis fortune alone that's to blame, 
And not honeſt Bob of the Mill. 


>. 1 My 


| 


_& 
My breaft is as artleſs and-blithe as my lay, 


From my cottage content never flies; 
She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, 
And 1 know how to value the prize : 
Would the girl that I love then but give me her 
| The world it may wag as it will, 
I defy the firſt ſquire, or lord of the land, 
To diſhonor plain Rob of the Mill. 


— — — 


| 
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| 
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| 
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1 1'LL THINK ON THEE, MY LOVE. 


N ftorms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, | 
And thunders roll, and lightnings fly x 
| Amidſt theſe dread and dire alarms, 
: I think, my Sally, on thy-charms : 
The troubled main, 
| The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove z 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 


I'd think on thee, my love. 


When rocks appear on every fide, 

And art is vain ta- ſhip to guide, 
In varied ſhapes when deaths appears, 
The thought of thee my boſom cheers: 


8 
— 
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The troubled main, | 
[| The wind and rain, F- 
% My ardent paſſion prove 
A | Laſh'd to the helm, 
W Should ſeas o' erwhelm 


| 4 I'll think on thee, my love. 


( 99 }) 


But ſhould the gracious powr's prove kind, i 
Difpel the rocks, and ſtill the wind, | 
And waft me to thy a: ms orice more, | 
Safe to my long loſt native-ſhore : | ' 
No more the main | 

I'd tempt again, : | 
But tender joys improve z | ' | 

1 then with thee 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love. | 


4 s ON 0. 
f THE STREAMLET. 
Sung in the We:cdman. | 


| HE fireamlet that flow'd round her cot, 
| All the charms of my Emily knew; 
How oft' has its courſe been forgot, 
Whale it paus d her dear image to weo. 


Believe me, the fond filver tide, | 

Knew from whence it deriv'd the fairy prize, 
| For flently ſwelling with pride, 

II reflected her back to che Kies. 


r 2 Sono. 
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Sung in the Haunted Tower. 


gone, 5 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn, 
Say, by thy heart, ſhall fal ſhood e er be known, 
Ah! no, no, no, ] judge it by my own: 
The heart he gave, with ſo much care, 

Still Gelter'd in my breaſt I wear, 

Yet for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm fure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 


— —— 
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THE TRUE BRITON. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HEN our enemies riſe and defiance proclaim, 
Undaunted to battle we fly; 
Forget the ſoft ries that enervate the frame, 
And ſigh till we conquer or die: 
Our ſweethearts we leave, nay our children and wives 
And brave all the danger of wars, 
We fight that the reſt may live peaceable lives, 
And ſtand till the laſt in their cauſe, : 
; n 


> — 
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: A? 
1 Y 


Nz 


In 


— Then check, my love, the burſting tear, 


( non } 


In the heat of the battle, when loud cannons roar, 
And the wounded our vengeance excite, 
We muſter our men more enrag'd than before, WM 
And with double the fury we fight : 
When the tumult is o'er, and th' unfortunate Nai 
Are decently laid in the ground, 
To our friends and eur homes we return once again, 
With honor and victory crown d. | 


—— 1 
r | 
WILLIAM AND ANN, 


Sang by Mafter Welſh. 


NCHEERING was the fatal morn, 
The clouds aſſum'd a fable hue, 

When William bent his ſteps, forlern, 

To bid his lovely Ann adieu : 
With anxious cares and grief oppreſt, 

- With anguiſh rankling in his beart, 

He claſpt the fair-one to his breaſt, 

And fondly cry'd, we ſoon muſt part. 


To raging hoftile ſeas I go, 
Where Galia's ſons diſpute our fame, 
To hurl deſt ruction on the foe, 
And vindicate the Britiſh name : 


Let reaſon's force thy grief controul ; 
own affliction 1 can bear, 
ut thine diſtreſs = to the ſoul, 
a x 3 


(0a) 


Tho' boiſtꝰrous winds around me blow, x 
Tho' angry billows round me ſwell, 
For thee my conſtant breaſt ſhall glow, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell x 
Thus ſpoke the youth, and figh'd adieu, 
Then ſought the gallant veſſel's fide, 
Dark fate her keene ſt arrow drew, 
And William bravely fought—and dy'd. \ 


S O N G.* 


IN THE LOW WINDING VALE, 


Sung by Mr. Sedgwick. 
N the low winding vale that refreſh'd by the 


ſtream, 
Where the convent of Nicholas food, 
The vineyard invites the ſun's ripening beam, 
And, believe me, the produce is good: 
How the monks in their day, 
Muſt have iwigg'd it away, . 
O they'd not let a cluſter eſcape ; 
Til their cheeks, I ſuppoſe, 
In an afternoon's doze, 


Were as purple and plump as the grape. 


The mouldering walls are conceal'd by the fruit, 


And the liquor you'll ſay is divine, 7 
Tho? the clay of the fathers ſtill clings to the root, 
Our cups overflow with the wine: 


— 


* In pity, ahl forbear to hate. 
74 SONG 
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How the monks in their day, 
Muſt have ſwigg*d it way, 

O they'd not let. a cluſter eſcape 3 
Till their checks, Iſuppole 
In an afternoon's doze, 


Were as purple and plump as the grape. 


s ON 8.“ 
WHEN FIRST I SAW. THE GRACEFUL MOVEs 
Sung by Mr. Dignum: 


N firſt I ſaw the graceful move, 

Ah! me what meant my throbbing breaſt? 

Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love ? 
If love thou art then farewel reſt. 


- 


Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, 
Tho' hopeleſs of a warm return, 
Vet kill me not with cold deſpair, 
But let me live and let me burn» 


With gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create 3 
And tho” you cannot love again, 


| 
L 
| 
| 
| 
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THRO" FORESTS DAA: 
Sung by Maſter Weiſs. 


HRO* foreſts drear I once did ſtray, 
Where ev'ry ſongſter us'd to ſay, 

4 J loiter here, tis nature's ſpring, 

© Thy carrol ſweet dear minſtrel fing.” 


© Sweet birds, I cry'd, could I, like you, 
«£ Aſcend the face of heav'n to view, 
Like you I'd welcome nature's ſpring, 
© My carrol ſweet for ever fing.“ 


— 
S ON 8. 
© DEARLY I LOVE SOMEBODY. 


F all the ſwains both far and near, | 
Or er my eyes did fee, 6 = 
I love but one fincerely dear, 
And truly he loves me : 
The youth is ever where I am, 
And does fo ſweetly woo, 
* dearly I love ſomebody, 
ve ſomebody, love ſomebody, 
I do indeed love ſomebody, | | 
But cannot, but cannot, | 
But cannot, won't tell who, 


( ws } 

He'er ſome ftory I deviſe, 
To talk of love a bit, 

My father, gently chiding, cries, 
"Tis time enough as yet: 

But my dear lad does not ſay ſo, 
So kind is he and true; 

O dearly I love ſomebody, &c. 


The ring is bought, and better ſtill, 
Its true upon my life) 

The prieſt will make us, O he will, 
Next Sunday man and wife 

"Tis then I ſhall be made a bride, 
In truth I wiſh it too, 

For dearly I love ſomebody, &c. 
19 
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MIS FAR AWAY. - 
* 


Jung in the Sungglen 


AD my love ever travell'd the diſtance from 


me 
What proof of his truth could be clearer ? 


My heart would be dancing with tranſport and glee, 


In my boſom as light as a feather : 
But he's far away, 
For many a day, 
And left me his abſence to mourn 3 
Yet his vows were fo true, 
When he bade me adieu, 
That I fondly will hope his return. 


F5 


\ 


- 
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When he comes —at the thought I ſhould dance all 
the day, | . | 
For truth no diſguiſe ought to know z 3 
When he comes—twill my conſtancy more than repay 
And my joys will in his overflow: | 
But he's far away, 
For many a day, 
And left me his ablence to mourn ; 
Yet his vows were ſo true, ] 
When he bade me adieu, = 
That I fondly will hope his return. | 


1 
E VRT MAN IN HIS STATION. | 
Sung by Mr. Suett. | 


Y fathers before me, I've heard the folks ſay, 
Pur ſu'd this vile calling for many a day; 
dome twiſt in their nature has ſurely deſcended, 
Or long before this time their ſon muſt have mended: | 
For every man in his ſtation, 
From father to ſon, | 
The profe ſſion has run; | 
We catch what we can, 
Yes, that is our plan, 
"Tis a duty to labour in our vocation. 


Few of the ſhingles I fear have been good, 
All rogues from the conqueſt, perhaps from the flood, * 
If my anceſtors then on all conſcience would trample, 
"Tis true filial love to purſue their example: | 
For every man in his ation, &c. | 

| | SONG, 
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IN TATTER'D WEED. 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


FT tatter'd weed, from town to town, 
Is hapleſs Primroſe doom's to ſtray, 
L. 45 a wretched wand' rer known, 
To ſeek a home from day to day 
Barefoot as ſhe ſtrolls forlorn, 
O'er the flint or pointed thorn, 
Silent muſt her ſorrows be, 


At ev'ning will the village hind, 
In rapture liſten to her ſong ; 
And buy her toys in hopes to find 
What future joys to him belong: 
Barefoot as ſhe ſtrolls along, & c. 


—— 
S ON ©. 
IF ROUND THE WORLD. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


round the world poor failors roam, 

"a bravely do their 8 | 
danger's paſt they find their home, 

With each his fav'rite beauty. 


( w8# ) 


For Nan, and Sue, and Moll, and Beſs, 
And fifty more delight them, 

And when the honied lip they prefs, 

Who ſays it don't requite them. 


If rich he comes, what pleaſure then, 
If Nancy do not ſhare it ? 

If poor, he ſcorns then to com 
For Nancy too will bear it. 


What lubber then like him ſo gay, 
His grog drowns all his forrow, 

For, damme, if tis foul to-day, 
"Tis ſure to right to-nhorrow. 


He ſprings on ſhore afſur'd to meet 
The partner lov'd moſt dearly, 

In merry dance, with nimble feet, 
To pipe and tabor cheerly. 


——— 
0a 
THE VILLAGE MAID 


Sung by Miſs De Camp. 
HE village maid with ruddy charms, 


t lad admires, 

K nows —* a fear but thoſe alarms, 
His ruſtic heart inſpires ; 

At ev*ning homewards as ſhe hies, 
By woodland fide, or fountain, 

She liſtens to, with ſweet ſurprize, 


His pipe upon the mountain. 


{ 109 } 
More lovely far when morning's breath, 


Improves her roſeate hue ; 
And meets her on the broomy heath, 
/ As ſweet and playful too: 
Returning home at fall of night, 
By woodland fide, or fountain, 

She liſtens to, with new delight, 
His pipe upon the mountain. 


— ER 
S O N G. 


nas r THOU FORGOT 
Sung by Mr. Diguum. 


II. thou forgot the oak that throws 
| Its tev*rend arm acroſs the tide, 
hich o'er the root in filence flows, | 
From noon's broad beam its courſe to * 
My Stella there was us d to ſtray, 
When no obtruhve foot was nighy 
At peep of dawn or ſ:tting day, 
To ſhare the oft' repeated figh. 


There firſt I mark'd the damaſk roſe, 

Suffuſſing deep her glowing cheek; 
There would the heavenly eye diſcloſe | 

More than the falt'ring tongue could ſpeak : 
Till love had taught her timid heart, 

No more its feelings to deny, 

Then tear for tear would duly ſtart 
| And figh re- echo back to 4 


( 116 ) 
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THE HEAVING OF THE LIAN. 


OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer d, 
And ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 4 
By the deep nine. 2 


And bearing up ta gain the port, 

Some well known object kept in view, 
An abbey-tow'r, an harbour - fort, 
Or beacon to the veſſel true: 
While oft” the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven. 


And as the much-lov'd ſhore we near, 

Wich tranſport we behold the rcof, 
= Where dwells a friend or partner dear, 
{| Of faith and love a matchleſs proof ; 
= The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
Quarter leis five. 
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"Now to her birth the ſhip draws nigh, 


We take in ſail, the feels the tide ; 


Stand clear the cable, is the cry, 


The anchor's gone, we ſafciy ride; 
The watch is ſet, and thro' the night, 
We hear the ſeaman with delight, 

Proclaim, all's well.” 


——_ 
5 0 d G*: 
THE WAND"'RING ARABS, 
Surg in Mabmond. 


E who wane'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care, 
Let the notes of love reſound, 
And the ruby cup go round: 


While the gale its fragrance brings, 


And the ſummer flow'ret ſptings. 


CHORUS 


We, who wand'ring Arabs are, 
Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 


Who can tell to-morrow's doom ? 
If the roſe of life ſhall bloom ? 
Or, beneath the bligbting ſhade, 
Droop untimely, pine, and fade; 


1 We, who wand' ring Arabs are, 


Fly from ſorrow, laugh at care. 
We, who, &c, | 


SONG, 


— 


While fleep enfolds the vale below, 


a n 
—— 

S0 N 8. 

on! narttts YOUTH. 


Sung by Miſs Miller. 


H! * youth, to grandeur born, 
To ſhare its dangers, feel its woes, 
Deſcend, in deſerts thus forlorn, _ 
Tae Heeting charm that grandeur knows. 


How bleſt to be a ſhepherd born, 
To taſte the ſweets content beftows ; 
Nor, anxious, fear a lurking thorn, 


Where nature ſpreads the tempting roſe. 


| 


= —Bx | | 
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AND NONE OUR STEPS ESPY. B 
C 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


HEN jealous miſers ſtarve in wealth, 
And bar th* unfriendly door, 
With ſecret ſtep and nightly ſtealth, 
Wie free their uſeleſs tore : 
Then nimbly croſs the mountain's brow, 
Some fortune new to try, 


And none our eps eſpy. 
* 6 


Cm) 
The rich may ſteal with bolder face, 
d where they rob may ftayz | 
- | © With modeſt fear our thefts we grace, 
Ad ſhun the face of day: 
Wen morn peeps in ber twilight grey, 
And lights up half the ſky. 
Ober dew drops ſwift we hie away, 
And nome one our ſteps eſpy. 


SO N 86.“ 
Nun SLEEP HAS eros. 
Sung in Mabmoud. 


| HEN ſleep has clos'd the trav'ler's eyes, 
By long fatigue oppreſs d, 
| While ſlumbering ſoft, ſerene he lies, 
And finks in downy reſt; 
© By the glimpſes of the moon 
Springs the Arab on his prey; 
Or beneath the ſcorching noon, 
ö Bears the loaded wealth away. 


+ But tho' in bours of ſweet repoſe 
| His ſpoil che rover ſeek, 
| Yet oft' concern for human woes 
' Impearls his glowing cheek: _ 
| When the captive fair-one pleads, 
— Beauty, born to be ador'd, 
While ref ſtance round him bleeds, ; 
Seauty triumphs o'er his word. 8 
1 ' S$SONG.. 
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THE WAVES RETREATING> 


Sung by Mi Leake and Maher Wolf. © 


HE waves retreating from the ſhore, 
In murmurs quits the printlefs ſand, 


Oer the green rock the ſurges pour, 


The white foam lingers on the ſtrand : 


We'll ſearch tke ſtores the waters leave, 


Whether of ſea-weed or of hell, 
Till finking in the weſtern wave, 
The ſun's laſt ray ſhall bid farewell. 
* 
8 O N 8.1 
TYRANT LOVE. 


Sung by Miſs Milne. 


HEN with wiſhes ſoft and tender, 
Love has once the heart impreſs'd, 


| Forc'd thy freedom to ſurrender, 


Hope no more, fond heart, to reſt : 
Never more to taſte of pleaſure, 
Is the tyrant's ſtern decree ; 
Yet to deem each figh a treaſure, 
Dearer far than liberty.” ; 
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S O N GC. 


JACK AT THE WINDLASS. 


Sung by Mr. Fawcett. 


OME all hands a-hoy to the anchor, 


Frum friends and relations to go, 


| Poll blubbers and cries—devil thank her, 


She'll ſoon take another in tow : _ 

This breeze, like the old one, may kick us, 
About on the boiſterdus main, 

And one day, if death does not trick us, 
Perhaps we * come back agaln: 


CHORUS. , 


| With a will-ho, then, pull away, jolly boys, 


At the mercy of fortune we go, 
We're in for it, then what folly, boys, 
For to be 8 yo-ho. 


Dur boatfwain takes care of the riggivg, 


More eſpecially when he gets drunk; 
The bobſtays ſupply bim with (wigging, 
He the cable cuts up for old junk: 
The ſtudding-ſail ſerves for his hammoc, 
With the clue-lines he bought him his call, 
While enfigns and jacks in a mammoc, | 


He fold to buy trinkets for Poll. 
With a will * 


( us ) 


Of the purſer this here is the maxim, 
Slops, grog, and proviſions he ſacks ; 
How he'd look if you was but to aſk him, 
With the captain's clerk who tis goes ſnacks ; 
O he'd find it another gueſs ſtory, 
That would bring his bare back to the cat, 
If his Majeſty's honor and glory, 
Was only juſt told about that, 
With a will-ho, &c. 


- 


The chaplain's both holy and godly, 

And ſets up for heaven a -gog, 
Yet to my mind he looks rather odly, 

When he's ſwearing and drinking of grog: 
When he took on his knee Betſey Bowſer, 

And talk'd of her beauty and charms, 
Cry'd I, *which is the way to heav'n now, Sir?“ 

© Why, you dog, cry'd the chaplain, © her arms.“ 
With a will-ho, &c. 


The gunner's the devil of a lubber, 
The carfindo can't fiſh the maſt ; 
The ſurgeon's a lazy land lubber, 

And the maſter can't fteer if he's aft : 
The lieutenants conceit all are wrapt in, 
The mates hardly merit their flip, 

Nor is there a ſwab, but the captain, 


Knows the ftem from the tern of the ſhip. 
With a will-ho, &c, | 


- Now 'fore and aft having abus'd them, 


Juſt but for my fancy and gig, 
Could I find any one that ill us'd them, 
D--mme but 1's tickle his wig z 


I, 
| , 
| 
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Jack never was known for a railer, 
"Twas fun ev'ry word that I poke, 
And the proof of a true hearted failor, 

Is to give and to take a good joke. 
Wich a will-ho, &c. 


; 

| —— 

1 S ON G.* 
THO" PLEASURE SWK 


Sung by Br. Brabam. 


© pleaſure ſwell the jovial cry, 
| Amid the chace reſounding, 
While light with airy ſteps we fly, 
18. O' er hill o'er valley bounding ; 
Pleas'd. I forego delights fo ſweet, 
A parent's dearer ſmiles to meet. 


—— — 


S$ ON G.» 


An! sx TO KNOW, 


Hiſeek to know what place detains, 
The object of her care; 
li yet his breaſt unchang'd remains, 
L And 1 his object ſhare : 
Tell me if e'er he gently fighs,. 
At mention of his name; 
| If Cer his tender paſſions riſe, 
His lips the truth proclaim. 


ck $0NG 


[ 
7 


fas } 


Ss © N GC. 


WE SHALL BE MARRIED TO-MORROWs 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


þ OUNG Will of the green is the lad to my mind, 
For tho" he is:apt to be teazing, 
0 


ta ſwain in the village, tho* gentle and kind, 


Talks of love in a manner ſo pleaſing: 


Laſt n ght as we rov'd on the banks of the Dee, 


To be ſure my fond lover muſt follow— 
He forc'd a fond kiſs, and a promiſe from me, 
That we ſhould be married to-morrow. 


I fain would have anſwer'd indeed its too ſoon, 


But the lad was fo fond and endearing, 

I coutd not refuſe him fo ſimple a boon, 
When all that he crav'd was à hearing: 

My hand he ſo preſs'd that I could not ſay no, 
Or give the fond youth any forrow, 

1 heard him with patience determine it fo, 
And we ſhall be married to- moriow. 


In the morning the bells will merrily ring, 
* My heart with the thought is delighted ; 
Nor e' er will Ienvy a queen or a king, 
When I and my love are united: 


Our lives ſhall be ſpent without murmur or ill, 


Nor e*er know of trouble or ſorrow, 
And then he ſhall kiſs me as oft” he will, 
For we ſhall be married to-morrow. 


CIS 


_— 
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S ON 8. 
AH! WELL-A-DAY, reo ANNA. 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


AIR Anna lov'd a ruftic boy, 
And William was the ſhepherd's name; 

In him was center'd all her joy, 

For her he glow'd with chual flame : 
His cruel father knew he lov'd,- 

And fo.c'd him o'er the ſeas Gays 
Alone and fad poor Anna rov'd 

Ani thus ſung out, ah! well- . : 


Ah! well-a-day, well-a-day, wc<ll-a-day, ab! well-a- 


day, 


Sigh, fond heart, ſigh, fond heart, figh, fond heart, 


but do not break, 
Deep i in love, deep 1 in ** Nr im love, but dare not 
ſpeak, 


A wealthy neighbour wood the maid, 

His goldthe ſordid mother won; 
The gentle Anna thus betray d, 

Was forc'd to church and was * : 
Returning back ſhe met her love, 

* Ah! William dear,” ſhe fondly ee 
May you a. happier fortune prove 

She pre ſo'd his hand, ſhe Ggh'd, and dy'd 
Ah! * . 


| 
| 
| 
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1 KATE OF DOVER. 
| | Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
2 ED FLINT was lov'd by all the ſhip, 
| | Was tender-hearte?, bold, and true; 
ed work his way, or drink his flip, 
| "With eber a ſeaman in the crew: ! Ne 
1 Tho' Ned had brav'd his country's ſoe, ö 
And twice had fail'd the world all over, $5 
* Had ſeen his meſſmates oft' laid low, | | 
| Yet would he ſigh for Kate of Dover. | 
| Fair was the morn, when on the ſhore, 01 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave; 
Says be, my love, your grief give over, Say 
| | For Ned can neber his Kate deceive :- d 
Let fortune ſmile, or let her frown, | Oc 
To you I ne'er will prove a rover, 8 
4 All cares in gen'rous flip I'll drown, Nor 
5 Apd till be true to Kate of Dover. | V 
pf The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 0 N 
| To brave all dangers on the main, 1 
I When lo! a ſail. appear'd in view, ' Or 1 
Lt | And Ned, with many a tar was lain; | DT 
Thus death, who lays each hero low, Ana 
14 Robb'd Kitty of her faithful lover oy 
| The tars oft' tell the tale of woe, {Nor 
And heave a figh for Kate of Dover. w 
: ' SONG. 
T 


ING. 


S O N G. 


H, Nanny, wilt thou gang with me, 
Nor fig to quit the flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 


The lowly cot, or rutlet gown ? 


No longer dreſt in filken ſheen 
No lorger deck'd with jewels rare, 


Where thou wert fairelt of the fair? 


5%, can't thou quit each buſy ſcene, 


O Nanny, when thou*rt far away 
Wilt theu not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, can't thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink before the warping wind? 
O can that ſoft and gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear? 
Nor, fad, regret each buſy ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Nanny, canſt thou love ſo true, 

| - Thro' perils keen wi” me to go; 

Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 

To ſhare with him the pang of woe ? 
And when invading pairs befall, 
+ Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care; 
{Nor withful thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


I G 


And 
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And when, at ht, thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive bis partirg breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling figh, 

And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay 

Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear; 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes fo gay, 

Where thoy wert faireſt of the fair ? 


OO —————__— 
$ 0 N G. 


| THE FAITHFUL FAIR. 


( Anſwer to * Ob ! Nanny wilt thou gang with me.) 


ES, leve, thy Nancy, ever true, 
Whoſe boſom glows with pureſt love; 

Will chearful fly along with you, 

And ſhare your griefs, where er you rove : 
Nor ſhall a grieving thought be felt, 

Whan I from town with you repair; 
Where long in ſplendour 1 have dwelt 

The rival of each envious fair. 


Whene'er my love is call'd away, 
Whether to elimes of heat extreme; 
Or, where the ſun's. bright cheering ray, 
Scarce on the frozen foil docs beam: 
I, cheerfu}, hall forfake my home, 


My every friend, my parents dear; 1 


And brave each hardſhip as they come, 
Sull happy while my love is ne. 


— 


n. th . 
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The roſe thrice hath bloom'd on the chaplet of May, 


( 223 ) 


Doubt not thy Nancy's faithful heart, 
Which feels each touch that gives thee pain; 
Bid not her only joy depa-t, 
By aſking, Can 1 love my ſwain ?* 
Still hall you find, where'er 18, 
Thy Nancy's heart for ever true, 
Willing to ſooth your ev'ry woe, 
Or ſhare each trouble felt by you. 


Should fickneſs fierce attack my love, 
This boſum ſhall your pillow be; | 
Or ſhould d:ath's ſtroke thy life remove, 
Then mall you find a friend in me: 
With tweeteſt flow'rs I'll ſtrew thy grave, 
Nor ſhall the tear fcrſake mine eye, 
"Till heaven reclaims the life it gave, 
And calle me to thee in the ſky. 


— — 


S O N G. 


GO, DAUGHTERS OF FOLLY. 


G daughters of faſhion, for pleaſure repine, 


The joys ye purtue ate not equal to mine; 
The humours of thouſands for yours mult agree, 
Mine centre in Herry, and * 5s iN me. 


Since I bow d at the a tat and vow'd to obey 3 
Talk not of rehrictions, tue bond I approve, 
"Tis ſanction'd by reaſon, religion, and love. 


G2 ' Gay \ 
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Gay carrols the lark as we riſe in the morn, 
And at ev*ning the blackbird chaunts ſweet on the 
thorn ; 

We join in the concert. why ſhould we refrain? 
Our hearts are as gratefu!, as lively our ftrain. 


We baſk in the funſhine which ſummer ſupplies, 
And count, fertile Autumn, thy exquiſite dies; 
No terror in ice mantled winter we fee, 

A book, and a ſong, till can conquer ennui. 


Dome fic, yet cheerful, delig'ited to blend, 
By prudent attentions, the lover and friend; 
In wedlock's full cup we ſome bitters expect, 
And allow for the fra'lties we try to correct, 


Though ſhunning the many, wild Comus's crew, 
For ſocial enz>yment we chuſe but a few: 
Thoſe few-rou'4 our table ſh ll frequently meet, 
Sincere be the welcome, and fample the treat. 


— —e— 
S ON G- 
— WHISKY o. 


ET Sawny lou” the laſſes, O, 
And fing their praiſe from morn to night; 

Such idle joys, td have you know, 

Can nc er gi Murphy's fon delight: 
For tho', like fars, their eyes do ſhine, 

When jutt a little friſky, O, 
To be ſure they don't look quite divine, 

Till lighted up with whiſkey, ©. 


_ 
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When in this world I popp'd my noſe, 
The goſips all around were met; 

Away for water one o“ em goes, 
Becauſe 1 was fickly pet: 

But father Leary, precious ſoul! 
That night a little briſk or fo, 

Dipt his ſweet fingers in the bow), 
And fprinkle me with whiſky, O. 


Be ſure 1 don't remember now, 


- (Dear little baby I] how I ſmi'd, 


When firſt the whiſky met my brow, 
Sure never was ſo ſweet a child! 

When brawling in my mammy's lap, 
My little life at riique, ye know, 

'Tis faid I ne'er could touch the papy 
"Till mviſten'd well with whiſky, O. 


In Dublin, where I went to (chool, 
Be fure not over fluſh of caſh, 


I never ſpent it like a foul, 


In toys, in gewgaws, or in traſh : 
The maſter often wonder'd what 
Made Murphy's ſon fo friſky, O; 


"Twas cauſe each doit that Murphy got, 


Was flily ſpent in whiſky O. 


- 


"Twas there I learn'd great Ammon's fon 


Was poiſon'd wich a Perfian cup, 


Which, arrah | ſure had ne'er been done, 


Had it been fill d with whiſky up: 
For ſure no ſober man can think, 

Tho” it might make it briſk or ſo, 
That any Babylaniſh drink 

Was half ſo good as whiſky, O. 


G 3 
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Anacreon, wine's blaoming bard, 

' Sque*-z'd in his buwl the ruddy grape, 
With whiſkey no more to be compar'd, 
Than human creature with an ape: 
For tho at wakes it made him gay, 

And caus'd tie ſtrains flow briſkly, O, 
Lud ! how he would have bawl'd away, 
Had he been warm'd w.th whiſkey, O. 


Jove hearing Ireland was poſſe is' d 
| Ot iquor to the gods unknown, 
Sent for a noggin of the beſt, 
And, having got it, gulp'd it down: 
Away ran Ganym«de in hatte a 
For mor: ont at the ſeif time hop, 
That every one might hav- a tate; 
E'en chaſte Diana took a drop. 


It flew like lightni g to each ſconce, 

And play'd its parc ſo briſky. O, 

They roſe and ſwore by Styx, at once, 
They'd ne'er drink aught but whiſky, O; 
The thund rer having ta'en his fill, 
Became ſv vaſtly tioſy, O, 

He kick d poor Bacchus down the hill, 
Who, tumbling, cry*d out, whiſky, O. 


Then calling Iris, alias Peg, 

He bade her ſoon prepare to go 

To his br ther Pluto with a keg, 

And tell him it was whiſkey, O: 
His fable godſhip taking ſome, 
Became io wond'rous friſky, O! 
That Pluto ſoon hung out the broom, 
And made another heav'n below. 


— 
—— 
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L But more of whiſky I'll not fing, 
Nor tune my pipes ſo briſkly, O, 
Since every note now on the wing, 
Has kept me from dear whiſky, O: 
Then let me once for all declare, 
To all thoſe who may wiſh to know, 
The zeſt of joy the bane of care, 
Is the ſame Iriſh whiſky O. 


so N S. 
| Sung by Mr. Incledon, in Lock and Key, 


HEN Britain on the foaming main, 
Her native reign, 
Bids her ſons their rights declare, 
Soon as her fires have taught the foe 
Again to know 
Who their dauntleſs conqu*rors are: 
| The ſailor s boſom, ſwells with joy, 
Beyond the glory to deſtroy, 
He f:els the power to fave; 
And, conqu'ring, views a foe no more, 
In him who ſought his life before, 
But lifts him from the wave. 


Our boats we ply, 
Tis a fellow creature falls! 
See him raiſe his hands in fear, 
And, wond ring, hear 
The cheering voice that life cecalls. 
The ailor's boſom, &c. 
| G4 $ONG., 


| Tho? ſeas are rolling mountains high, 
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Sung by Mr. Fawcett, 


- WOMAN is like to—but ſtay, 
What a woman is like who can fay ? 
1 here's no living with, or without one: 
Love bites like a fly, 
Now an ear, now an eye, — 
W buz, always buzzing about one. > 


When ſhe's tender and kind, 
She is like to my mind, 

(And Fanny was fo, I remember) ; : 
She is like to- 0 dear! | 8 
She's as good very near 

As a ripe melting peach in September. 


If me laugh, and ſhe chat, 
Play, joke, and all that, 
And with ſmiles and good humour ſhe meet me, 
She is like a rich diſh 
Of ven'ſon or fiſh, | 
That cries, from the table, ** come eat me. 3 


- But ſhe'll plague you, and vex you, 
Diftract and perplex you; 
Falſe-hearted and ranging, - 
Uaſettled and changing, — 
What then do you think ſhe is like? | 5 

Like a ſand, like a rock, i 
Like a wheel, like a clock, 

Aye a clock that is always at ftrike. 


( ng } 


Her head's like the iſland folks teil on, 


Which nothing but monkies can dwell on; 
Her heart's like a lemon, fo nice, 
She carves for each lover a flice; 
In truth, ſhe's to me 
Like the wind, like the ſea, 


Whoſe raging will hearken to no man. 


Like a mill, like a pill, 
Like a flail, like a whaie, 
Like an aſs, like a glaſs, 
- Whoſe image is conſtant to no man: 

Like a flower, like a ſhower, 

Like a fly, like a pie, 

Like a pea, like a flea, 

Like a thief, like—in brief, 

She's like nothing on earth=—but a woman. 


— — — — 
S ON G. 
Sang Mrs. Martyr. 


RE fince I found true love b=ginning, 
And thought his band was worth the winning, 
J cx1''s each little artful aid in, 
To ſpare the queſtion from a maiden : 
To wake or ſhow, 
When aſk d to yo, 
I ftill denied, 
All lads befade, 
And pray'd of Ralph to carry me; 
It ſeem'd fo pat, 
In tender chat, 
To whiſper, “Fanny, will you marry "me?" 
G5 In 


* 
i 
| 
' 
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In evening fine, and ſummer weather, 
When o'er the fields we walk'd together, 
Tho' 1 can trip it like a fairy, 

I've oft pretended to be weary 3 

Then l-aning on his arm awhile, 

I flily aſk'd him with a ſmile, 

« Im tir'd, Ralph, wiil you carry me? 
But on the way 

He ne'cr would ſtay, 


To whiſper, ** Fanny, will you marry me? 
— 


S O. N S. 


WELL, AWAY, CRUEL BAREARA ALLEN. 
Sung by Mafter Welſs. 


LL in the mer:y month of May, 
When green buds they were ſwelling, 
0 


ung Jemmy on his death- bed lay, 

For lov of Barbara Allen : 

Wel away, w- | away, weil away, well away, 
Cruel arbara Allen, crucl Barbara Alles. 


He turn'd nis face unto ber ſtrait, 
With deal) ſor o fighings 
0 I vely maid fore pity ſhew, 
Im on ny death- bed lying. 
Well away, &c. 


If on your death- b-d you do lie, 

Wit a eds the tale you're telling; 

Wit out one e-2r, without one ſigh, 
Fa evell— laid Barbara | 


= 
30 


, 
| 


: 
f 
' 


' 


tun) 
When he was laid in his cold grave, 


Her heart was ſtruck with torrow 3 


- CTo-day you died ior me ſhe ſaid; 
| 


For you I'll die to-morrow !* 
Well away, &c. 


«Farew*),* ſhe ſaid, © ye virgins all, 
O ſhun the tau | fell in; | 
© Henceforth tak - warnt g by the fall, 

Of cruel Barbara Allen.* 
Well away, &c. 


— 
$ O N C. 


1 SOUGHT MY LOVE ©'EZR HILL AND 'DALE. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


LOST my love, and I fought my love, 
O'er hill, and dale, and valley; 
cail'd her long, both loud and ftrong, 
Till nought was teard but Sally: 
| ; ( Echo) Sally! 
I thought it trans, but till did range, 
When, ah! if you'll believe me; 
Too true | found the fooliſh found 
That mock'd and did deceive me, 
Was echo, pra Ilg echo: 
(Ecbs) echo! 
Ha! ha !-——ha ! hal 
, again, tis cho, : 
'Tis echo, prattling os 
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I ſought my fair, both here and there, 


And ſtill her name kept calling 
But ſure the more to grieve me fore, 
Why, eccho would be bawling : 

( Ecbs ) Bawling ! 


But when I thought the nympb I'd caught, 


To keep alive my terror, 


I found the noiſe that damp'd my joys, 


And kept me fill in error, 
Was echo, prattling <cho, &c. 


Ah! where, ſaid I, where can ſhe fly, 
Return, my love, my Sally; 

But eccho ſtill, with right good will, 
My grief did only rally : 

(Echo) Rally! 

At length the maid my care repaid, 
For to my heart I preſs'd her; 

And now in turn, with unconcern, 
We both deride the jeſter ; 

And laugh ba! ba! at echo, &c. 


——— 


THREE WEEKS AFTER MARKIAGE, 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain, 


ILLY, after courting long, 
Married me on Sunday; 

All that day I hele my tongue, 

But ſcolded him on Monday 


> ——y—t— > IO — — 
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- Tueſday I grew dull and fad, 


Wedneſday paſs'd in ſcorning ; 
Thurſday drove me raving mad, 

But, Friday —what a morning 
"Till, at length, that balm of life, 

Money, brought a better day; 
So we lov'd like man and wife, 


Kiſſing ſweet on Saturday. 


Willy next began the week, 
Tipling all the Sunday; 

Therefore, I provok'd to ſpeak, 
Did ſcold him well on Monday— 

Tueſday call'd him drunken fot, 
Wedneſday, lubber lazy; 

Thurſday, havirg mended not, 
Why Friday made me crazy: 

Tho* 1 hop'd the fool would think 
Wiſer on the latter day, 

Not a ſous for meat and drink 
Earn'd he on the Saturday. 


What was proper to be dane, 
Every future Sunday ? 

For *twas plain I firſt begun 
Wrong upon the Monday : 
Tueſday then 1 calmer ſeem'd, 
Wedneſday was indulgent, 
Thurſday peace and comfort beam'd, 

And Friday ſhone refulgent 
Chacing thus corroding ftrife, 

Ew'ry day's a better day; 
Joy and pleaſure luming life 
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S O N G. 


SHEPHERD STAY, AND DO NOT LEAYE ME. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


F you, Colin, go campaigning, 
What muft hapleis Silvia do? 
Night and day her — bewailing, 
She will ever think on you : 
Shepherd ſtay, and do not l-ave me, 
Whither would my Colin rove ? 
If you go 'twill furely grieve me, 
Prithee ſtay with thy true love. 


Can you view thoſe verdant mountains, 
See the cry ſtal waters flow; 
Hear the bubbling of the fountains, 


And thoſe charming ſcenes forego z 
Shepherd ſtay, &c. 


Can you quit your peaceful tation, 
For a tvilſome icldier's life? 
And leave me in deep vexation, 


Whom you vow'd you'd make your wiſe : 


Shepherd ſtay, &c. 


. 


(uns) 


————— 
S O N 6. 
IF A RODY LOYES A RODY. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


BODY may, in fimple way, 
Read love in Strephon's eyes; 


- A oudy may, a Hell- a-day! 


Find love, tho in diſguiſe : 


| - There is a body loves a body, 


| could tell you o; 
And if a body loves a body, 
Let him come and woo. 


I ne'er will wed, I often faid, 
A lad that cannot ipeak ; 

Vet ſomething's runaing in my head, 
Which prudcuce cannot check: 


There is a body, &c. 


* 
An humble cot, and ſimple lot, 
Is tire: t» my mind; 
No wealth Leck, then let him ſpeak, 
He'll find a body kind: 


"There is a body, &c. 


( n36 ) 
——— 
s Oo N 0. 

IN A VALE FAR KEMOY'D, 


N a vale far remov d from the noiſe of tie town, 
In a hamlet which ſmiling content call'd ber own, 

here lives a fair maid, more blaoming and gay 
Than roſes in June, or the bloſſoms in May: 


She was lov'd by the ſhepherds, ador'd by the ſqujre, 


Who teaz'd her, and vex'd her, with love and defire; 
Tho* they follow d and woo'd ber wherever ſhe'd go, 
Her anſwer was always, no, no, no, no, no. 


*Tis with extacy ſtill I remember the day, [May; 
When 1 ſav this dear maiden crown'd queen of the 
Her eyes like the floe, her cheeks like the . fe, 
With ſmiles that from innocent pleaſure aroſe; 
While the ſhepherds hail'd Anna as the queen of the 
She liſten'd to me and approv'd my fond lay; [May, 
When I ventur'd to beg to the dance ſhe would go, 
She never once anſwer d me, no, no, no, uo. 


Far diſtant I came, yet no farther Il} roam, 

The dwelling of love and fair Anna's my home; 

No vale is fo fragrant, no maiden fo fair— 

No lad is ſo happy ſuch bleſſings to ſhare : 

And when ſhe's my bride then how great my delight, 
We'll join in the dance, in the ſong we'll unite; 

Tn the morn with my fair-one to church I will go, 
Mox<car that ſhe Il anſwer me, no, no, n, 0. 


SONG. _ 
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Vt SEARCH'D EACH COTTAGE FAR AND NAA. 


| 

| nn 
l 

| 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


'VE ſearch'd each cottage far and near, 
Thro* town and village been; 

And many maidens blooming fair, 
I in my ſearch have ſeen ; 

But none fo lovely could 1 find, 

| In villags, town, or dale, 

So gentle, charming, and ſo kind, 

As Lucy of the Vale. 


Beneath an aged ebm - trees ſhade, 
Beſide a lonely wood, 

In thatch'd roof cot 1 found this maid, 
| So beautiful and good: 

She ſweetly bluſh'd with virgin ſhame, 
When firſt I told my tale; 
| While ev*ry ſigh inereas d my flame, 
For Lucy of the Vale. 


' 


| Her cheeks outvie the bluſhing roſe, 
Her eyes all mild to view; 
Her mind, which like the lily blows, 


Is pure as morning dew : 


1 Not all the gayeſt flowers that are 


In garden, mead, or dale; *4 
Can with this beauteous maid compare, 
Sweet Lucy of the Vale. f 
r 1 SONS. 


1 


SON G. 
nin OF SHEEANESS: 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


8 honeſt Ben, the tar, returning | 
A From many a toil ana hardſhip paſty 
or England's fame his boſom burning, 
His wounds well carn'd in ſervice ſcorning, 
Bebolds with joy his home at laſt, 


But woe the day, and ſad the hearing, 


To view his country's glory gone ! 
To ſee bis friends from honor veering, 
Rebellion's ſhameleis ſtandard rearing, 
And find his ſhipmates they were one. 


That flag that once in firm affiance, 
England's proud triumphs nobly bore, 

Diſhonor'd now claims no alliance, 

But faithieſs wave in vile defiance, 


And dare to threat its native ſhore. . 


If truth, cried Ben, be all a notion, 
And theſe the days I've liv'd to ſee; 


Why, honeſt ſhipmates, burn the ocean, 


© And may this grog, à ſailor's potion, 
© Be the aſt drop to you and me. 


© And Sal, when Sal and I are parted, 

© This ſhameful day with joy ſhall rue; 
© Tho* midſt thoſe tears a bluſh be ſtarted, 
© To think that tars prove traitor hearted, 
While land men tutn out good and true. 


SONG. 


— — 
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$ © N GC. 


© WHITHER CAN MY WILLIAM STRAY. 


Sang by Mrs. Franklin. 


WHITHER can my William ſtray, 


And leave me thus to figh? 
It io the wars he's torc'd away, 
Then to the wars will 1: 
In tre wſers white, and jacket blue, 
In like a tar appear, 
And brave each danger. love, for you, 
For you, my only dear. 


Ah! whither would” thou fly from me, 


That there 1 will not be? 
Is there a place beneath the ſky 
Can keep my love from me ? 
If thou a ſoldier's fate purſue, 
Why then, devoid of fear, 
Tu be, my love, a ſoldier too, 
For you, my only dear. 


O love, F'll dare the frowns of fate, 
With thee, my ſoui's delight; 

In ev'ry peril on thee wait, 
And be thy ſhield in fight: 

And ſhould the foe, with martial dart, 
My William's breaft come near, 


Tu drike my poignard to his heart, 


Te you, my only dear. 


SONG. 
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30 N 6. 


THE LIN NET. 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 


HERE wild flow'rs grow and linnets fing, 
To uſher in the jocund ſpring, 
O let me had my charming maid, 
To yonder fragrant chequer'd ſhade, 


+ Where wild flow'rs grow and linnets ſing, 


To uſher in the jocund (pring ; 
Hark! hark! he fwells his tuneful throat, 
Hark to the tuneful linnet's note. 


A moſTy bank, with oziers bound, 

For your delight, my fair, I've found, 
Where woodbines form a ſweet retreat, 
Cloſe ſhelter d from the noon-tide beat: 
Where wild flow'rs, &c. 


The vin ling ſtreams that runs along, 
Conveys the diſtant heraſ man's ſong; 
The violets bloom beneath thy feet, 
For nature decks the calm retreat. 
Where wild flow'rs glow, &c. 


sono. 


— — — 


{ 42 ) 


$ 0 0 
THE MAID OF THE CREE —PRETTYSALLY, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


And ſeen lovely women paſt telling; 
this place or other, as fancy would roam, 
I] wander'sd, and took up a dwelling : 
Sweet women I prizc, where ſo:ver they be, 
Tho* jefters and coxcombs may rally; 
But ſhe that's moſt charming and pleafing to me, 
Is Sally, my ſweet pretty Sally; 
Is Sally, my ſweet pretty Sally : 
The maid of the green, the maid of the green, 
The maid of the green —pretty Sal'y. 


When often beſet by this beauty and that, 
My tongue in their praiſe never fauler'd ; 

With each one I prattled, and humour'd their chat, 
But ſtill my fond heart never alter d: 

No, no—for in whatever climate or place 
Ichanc'd, when 2 rover, to dally, 

I faw, in my fancy, the beautiful face 
Of Sally—my ſweet pretty Sally. 


And ever ſhall he be the pride of my ſong, 
Whoſe conftancy nothing could fever : 

For tho“ far away from my charmer too long, 
Her love was as faithful as ever : 

Then come to my boſom, thou maiden divine, 
A paſſion ſo true who can raily ? 

For thee I can ſpleador and riches re ſign, 
Ver Sally, my ſweet pretty Sally. 


n 155 travell'd afar from my dear native home, 


SONG, 
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S ON 8. 


WHAT CAN A LASSY e. 
Sung by Mri. Mecuntain. 


OUNG Jemmy's ganging after me 

The live lorg day ana night, | 1 

And always kiffing too is he, | 
When father's out of ſight : | 

Burt dinna, lad, be teazing ſo, 
For this I'll tell you true, 

If chou art ever pleaſing ſo, 
What can a laſſy do? 


He ſhanna more be prefling me, H 
(Its muckle truth I vow) | 

Nor ſhall he be care ſſing me, 
As ſure he did juſt now: 


And fo Vil tell him when we meet, T 
I winna hear his loo; 
For when a laddy is ſo ſweet, 11 


What can a laſſy do. : | 

I wonder where the youth can be, 
O whither can he ſtray ? 

But that is nothing ſure to me, 
So let him keep away; 

For ſhould he tell his wily tale, 
And want to buckle too, » 

I really think he would prevail 3 

What can a lafly do. | 

_”” 


NG. 


Her eyes zre blue, with flaxen hair, 
' No girl ſo mild, ſo ſoft, ſo fair, 


— 


Tu love alone can give delight, 


: 
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$ 0 n GC. 


von WE SHALL BOTH GROW OLDER. {| 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. - 


HEY tell me I'm too young to wed, 
But ſure tis all a fancy, 
A ſmiling girl runs in my head, 
"Tis pretty little Nancy: 
My mother ſays it muſt not be, 
Tho? this I've often told her, 
That Nancy is as young as me, 
And we ſhall both grow older: 


Her ſmiles juſt hit my fancy; 


As pretty little Nancy : 

Then why not wed as well as love? 
And fo I've often fold her, 

If too young now we ſhall improve, 
For we ſhall both grow older. 


When year on year rolls o'er her head, 
She fill will pleaſe my fancy; 
As when to church 1 fondly led 
My pretty little Nancy : 
let us wed, as love invites, 
For this Ive often told ber, 


When we are both grown older. 
SONG. 
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S O0 N 6. 


THE WAND RING LAME. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


N anxious mother ſearch'd in vain 
To find her infant darling lamb 

V ich playful ſtray'd from off the plain, 
So loſt its way, ſo loſt its dam: 

Tue bleeding mother's rending cries 
Soon reach'd the paſſing tray" Ucr's ear, 

Each bleating ſound was fill'd with fighs, 

Affe ctioa dropt ſweet nature's tear. 


Hard cruel fate! moſt fad to tell, 
© The ſnow fell faſt, the cold ſevere, 
When, near a diſmal dreary dell, 
This little wand'rer periſh'd there: 
There, on a bank of feather'd ſnow, 
The hapleſs victim funk to reſt ; 
Death kindly gave a gentle blow, 
And & I'd with care the mother's breaſt. 
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so G. 
WHEN THE SPRIGHTLY FIFE AND DRUM. 
1 Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


Wo. the ſprightly fife and rum 
Unto our village came, 
| Young Henry ſcem'd inclin'd to roam, 
And felt a thirſt for fame : 
FI ev'ry thing did quickly try, 
Tocheck th' aſpiring ſwain ; 
{I knejt and to him oft' did ſigh, 
But all, alas! was vain, 
For ſoon the martial band he join'd, 
And me he bade adieu, 
And thou, my love, he ſaid, ſhall find 
That Henry will be true. 


My Henry is a comely youth, 

No one can him excell; 
Good nature, innocence, and truth, 
Does ever with him dwell : 
Tho? envious maidens ſora: times ſays 

Becauſe he's far from me, 
That I ſhall find ſome tuture day, 

He will inconft ant be: 
But they'll ne'er mar my peace of mind, 
Tho they make much ado, 
For ſomething tells me I ſhall ſi nd 
ONG. } That Henry will be true. 

1 H 
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Ye heavenly pow'rs protect my ſwain, 
Pre ſꝭ rve him in the fight, 

Oh! do not let him now be Qlain, 
But waft him to my fight: 

Tho* he has left me three long years, 
Soon as the war is o'er, 

I hope to baniſh all my cares, 
And from him part no more : | 

Then nothing will our peace deſtroy, 1 
But pleaſure will enſue, 

Oh ! how my heart will leap for joy, 
To find my Henry true. 


a WW 2TH. 
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s oM G. 
JEM OF ABERDOVEYs 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


EY call me—yes, indeed they do, 
A bonny lats, in charms array'd 3 
And often fay—its very true, 
"Tis pity | ſhould die a maid! 
But tho they tel me that and this, 
And cli me dear and lovey O, 
To nene Ill ever-grant a kiſs, 
But ſem of Aberdovey O 
So tune the merry merry bells, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, My 
To jem of Aberdovey O. 


"Ow 
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'4 Young Taffy, of Glamorganſhire, 


Would give the world, he ſays, for me! 
There's Winny too, who calls me dear, 
With Watkin too, of high degree: 
But tho', &c. 


And ſure in March that's coming too, 
And that's the Month but one to May, 
Why we ſhall marry, yes, look you, 
And ai! upon St. David's day: 


For cho, &. 


S ON 8. 


rou'n zg WELCOME, DEAR YOUTH, AS THE 
. FLOWERS IN MAY. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin, 


OUNG Will in his holiday ſuĩt came to woog 
And he'd alk to my moche r as other lads do z 
It your daughter can like me | || make her my wife, 
And love her, and cheer her, all days in my life: 
Ms mother attended, as other dames do, . 
When with love, but no money, a 1a4 comes t6 woo z 
But wh n down before ber his riches he lay, 


"Twas, you're Welcome, dear youth, as the flowers 


in May. 


My father was old of the wealth he poſſeſt, 

For of all his acquirements his riches were beſt ; 

c ace cad cry'd my father, pray what will you 
0 


Withchildren to ſquall, and your wiſe grown e 
. 2 


„ 


It 
| 


My father's by promiſing ſtill to gain more; 
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©Tcan work,” ſays young Will, © for my children and [ 


wife, 
And my love ſhall prevent all ſcolding and ftrife ;* 
© [ll give you my daughter, and, wed her to-day, 
You're as welcome, dear youth, as the flowers in May 


My mother's fond wiſhes were gain'd by his tore, 


The bloom on his cheek, and the glance of his eye, | 
Had taught me twas right with their wiſh to comply; 
I promis'd to-morrow ſhould ſee me his bride, | 
Preſs'd by duty and beauty, who could have deny'd?: 
When a kiſs he then ſa'd for, I could but obey, 
*T was, you're welcome, dear youth, as the flowers in 


May. 
WITH MARY DEAR I LOVE TO STRAY, 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


ö HERE cowſlips ſweet adorn'd the mead, 
And daiſies deck'd the verdant plain; 
When roſeat ſhepherds tune the reed, 

And birds renew their lively ſtrain 
"Tis then, amid thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Wich Mary dear I love to ſtray. 


More lovely than the lily fair 

Or ſweetly blooming damaſk roſe, 
Does my fair Mary's face appear 

Far greater ſweets her cheeks diſcloſe t 
With this dear maid, at cloſe of day, 
How dearly do I love to firay, 


| 1 149 ) 
By moonlight, in the ſhady grove, 
Cloſe by a riv'let's bubbling fide, 
As late I wander'd with my love, 
She there agreed to be my bride l 
And if ſhe'll wed without delay, 
I yow from her I n&er will ſtray. 


$ O N C. 
MAIDENS WOULD YOU KNOW, 
Sung by Mrs. Iountain. 


AIDENS, would you know, like me, 
What is true felicity ? 

Then no longer fingle ſtray, 

Marry, girls, without delay : 

Let the parſon join your hands, 

Live and love in Hymen's bands, 

Then you'll find, both late and ſoon, 

All your lives a honey-moon, 

A ſweet a tender-honey- moon. 


Marriage, ladies, is a bliſs, 

None, Oh! none that's wiſe ſhould miſs 3 
But let caution be your guide, 

When you wiſh to be a bride : 

Chuſe the lad, who, ſcorning pelf, 

\ Love's you only for yourſelf : | 
Then you'll find, both late and ſoon 

- All your lives a honey-moon, 

A ſweet a tender bone y- moon. 
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Hymen may by fools be ſcofFa, 
But his chains are kind and ſoft, 
For what joy can women trace, 
Like a huſband's fond embrace ? 
' Haſte then, girls, at Hymen's call, 

Marry, marry, one and all: 

Then you'll! find both late and ſoon, 
All your lives a honey-moon, 

» A {weet, a tender honey - moon. 


— — 


S ON G. 


Sung by Mr. Denman. 


JACK OAKUM was a gallant tar, 
And doated on the lovely Poll ; 
Whoſe charms were like the morning-ftar, 
And radiant: as the beams of Sol: 
To live, and for each other true, 
They {wore by ev'ry faint above; 
And Jack, wherever failing to, 
Gave—here's the pretty girl I love. 


It happend once they made a port, 
Where beauty held its magic reign z 

And each bo'd tar, in am*rous ſport, 
Forgot the perils of the main: 

Round went the glafs and jeſt, at whim, 
The ſong and toaſt at ev'ry move; 

But Jack, whene'er they call'd on him, 

Gave=ohere's the pretty gizl I love. 


NHERXE'S THE PRETTY GIZL 1 LovE. 


hue 
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Thus faithful Jack, in ev*ry clime, 

True to his Poll, dwelt on her charms; 
And foon arriv'd the happy time, 
| When esch were lock'd in t'other's arms 3 
Safe now they made the nuprtial coaſt, 

And Jack once mote his worth to prove, 
When alk' d by friendſhip for his toait, 

Gave here's the pretty girl 1 love. 


SON G. 
THE MATCH-BOY. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 
E wealthy and proud, while in ſplendor ye roll, 
Behold a poor orphan, pale, bungry and wan z 
And learn, tho now doom d to Misfortune's contreul, 
He ſprings, like yourſelf, from the fountain of man? 
8 o ſcanty the fruit of bis humble employ, 
Dejected be roams in a {ad ragged plight; 
Then, Oh! give a mite to the poor little, boy, 
Who cries, © buy my matches, from morning "Gl. 
night. 


Remember, tho luxury cloys you by day, 
And pampers you nightly on piliows of down 
Adverfity ſoon may plant thorns in your way, 


Obſcuring your plealures with Poverty's frown 3. , 


While Apathy's flint, and cold feel, you employ, 
The tinder of feeling you never can light; 
| Nor er give a mite to the poor little boy, 
Who * © buy my matches, from morning un 
ws 
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And yon ye proud fair, of this ocean-girt land, 
With beauty external ſo gifted by fate, 

mand! 

Prove alſo your mental endowments are great: 

The crumbs of your table, which lap- dogs deftroy, 
Might comfort our orphan and yield him delight; 

Then, Oh! give a mite to the poor little boy, 

Who cries, buy my matches, from morning til 


night. 


— 
S O N S. 
T'OTHER DAY AS I SAT IN ASHADY RETREAT, 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


*OTHER day as I fat in a ſhady retreat, 

Near the ſput came young Colin, who ſaw me, 
no doubt; 
He was finging of love, and his finging was ſweet, 
Yet | ſeem'd not to hear and affected to pout : 


Tho? be added, in love it will conſtancy prove; 
They muſt oon be forgiven, do all that we can, 
The quarrels of lovers are renewals of love. 


© 'To Phillis go give all the paſſion that's due, 
O haſten to church and there make her your bride 
No pain it will give me, the* quite undeſery*'d, 
Then leave me, O leave me your paſſion to prove: 
He ſmil'd in my face, and then lily obſerv'd, 
©The quarrels of lovers ace rene wals of love. 


Whole ſmile can enrapture, whoſe frown can com- 


© All quarrels I hate, cry'd the artful young man, 


Then he lenelt at my feet, and he vow'd he was true, 
0 boat not your love or your truth, then, I cry'd, 


| 


AT. 
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When to Phillis 1 chatted; it was in return . 
Te your romping, your laughing, and dancing with 
Will; N 
But for you, and you only my boſom can burn, 
Then let not, dear Nancy, your cruelty kill :“ 
When he talk'd thus of killing and dying, I found 
It was juſt the right time my forgiveneſs to prove, 
And at church the next morning, 1 readily own'd, 
The quarrels of lovers are renewals of love. 


S O0 N G 
TUE FEMALE AUCTIONEZR. 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


ELL, here 1 am !— And what of that? 
M-thinks I hear you cry; 
Why I am come—and that is pat, 
To fell, if you will buy : 
A female Auctioneer I ſtand, 
Yet not to ſeek for pelf; 
Ah! no— the lot I have in hand, 
Is now to ſell myſelf : 
I'm going, I'm going who bids for me. 


Ye bachelors I look at you, 
And pray don't deem me rude, 
Nor rate me either ſcold or ſhrew, 
A flirter, or a prude: 
6 My hand and heart I offer fair, 
And, ſhould you buy the lot, 
I ſwear the breeches ne'cr to wear, 
When Hymen ties the knot; 
And Pam going, & Co 


( 154 ) 
Tho" ſome may deem me pert, or ſo, 
Who deal in idle ſt ife, 
Pray where's the girl I wiſh to know, 
Would not become a wife? 
Artl-aft I own I really would, 
In ipire of all alarms : 
Dear bachelors now be fo goody 
Do take me to your rms: 
For I'm going, &c. 


* — 
Ss ON 8. 


THE FASHIONABLE WIFE, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


WEET women I love you as dear as my life, 
Tho* now its ten years ſince I firt took a wife; 

Yet ftili 'm a lover, and prize all the ſex, 
Tho? wife, I muſt own, now and then will me vex: 
For true it is pity, and pity its true, 
At Faro ſhe plays and unlimited Loo; 
And if I tay, lovee, don't do fo I pray, 
She agſwers, my dear, O I'll have my own way. 


Tho hundreds each night ſhe wi l frequently loſe, 
I muſt not, I dare not that curs'd Pam abuſe ; 


And then the dear creature, it needs muſt be ſaid, 


Sets up all the night, and lays all day in bed: 
But why need ! grumble at that, ſhe w ll cry, | 
Don't you pleaſe yourſelf, Sir? and why may not I? 
Then tho? all the kind things to turn her I fay, 
She anſwers, my dear, O I'll have my own way. 


* 


| 
| 


| 
8 


ot I? 
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O Venus, thou goddeſs of love, hear my vows, 


And foften the heart of a gambling ſpouſe ; 


Let prudence direct her to alter her life, 

And fill all the duties of mother and wife: 

Let truth ard aflection in each other plac'd, 

Be as long as our lives, and not ſhort as her waiſt ; 
And then all her wiſhes I'll ftrive to obey, 

Tho' ſhe anſwers, my dear, O Ill have my own way. 


— —— ͤ—— 


SON G. 


ö THE FASHIONABLE HUSBANDs 


Sung by Mrs. Mountains 
; 1 love, as we're told, is a ſource of ſweet paſſion, 
4 


What bliis muſt await me, now wedded for life! 
y huſband a man too of artune and faſhion, 
And I, happy creature! a gentleman's wite : 
ow forme men, tis laid, in their love are ſo jealous, 
A woman muſt never be out of their fight ; 
But my lord and maſter is not half ſo zealous, 
And leaves me at liberty morning and nights, 


Six weeks and five days we've already been marry d, 

And tho* fil y things run in ſome people's heads, 
*Tis an age, he declzres, that is not to be parry d, 

And fo we've agreed upon ſeparate beds: : 
Nay more—for the f:eedom of both one and other, 

We've laid down a plan which we're ſworn to purſue 

Should we meet, when from home, ne er to ſpeak to 

each other, 


Valet it is Madam, or Sir, how d'ye do. 
| H6 Now 
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Now ſince I firſt to!d you that Love's a ſweet paſſion, 
Our love muſt not common or vulgar appear, 
But, truly refin'd, muſt be guided by faſhion, 
Nor our lips ever utter a word like my dear: 
And leſt we by chance ſhould embrace ſuch a folly, 
(For error's a thing may the wiſeſt befali), 
Since wedlock, he ſays, is at beſt melancholy, 


We've agreed ne'er tu ſpeak to cach other at all, 
| | 
$ © N 8. 


COME, 2WEET CONTENT. 


OME, ſweet Content, thou ever ſmiling maid, 

Come fit with me beneath this old trees ſhade ; 
Or ramble with me round yon green-clad hill, 
Adown whoſe fide ſoit Reals the filvery rill. 


If thou'rt an inmate of my humble home, 

I would not change it for a gilded dome ; 

If bleſt with thee, my table ſhall be crown'd 
With ſweets, in riot's banquet never found 3 


Careleſs with thee I'd roam at early day, 

And join the warblers on the waving ſpray 
Or gaily tend my fleecy bleating fold, 

And kindly guard them from the wint'ry cold. 


Oh! 


- 
Il, 


id, 


1 
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Oh! let me fold thee to this throbbing heart, 
Which fizhs for peace thou only can't impart 3 


And let me with thee ever humbly ben4, 
Before each trial heav'n may pleaſe to ſend, 


Like ſome kind ſtar that gives a cheering ray, 


To lead benighted mortals on their way, 


Do thou appear to check each anxious thought, 
And give that bleſſed neſs fo long I've ſought. 


* 


S O NS. 


THE LITTLE SINGING GIRL. 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


'M turn'd of twenty, and a maid! 
Indeed, kind Sirs, believe it true; 
And yet, I ſomehow am afraid, 
I muſt unmaried live for you: 
0 — no one take me for life, 
is very bard, I needs muſt tell, 
Indeed Fil make a loving wife, 
Though but a little Singing Girl 
A little merry Singing Girl. 


* 


"Tis 


( nes ) 


"Tis true I wander'd here and there, 
Jo Fke a mendicant for bread ; 
* But, gentle Sirs, reviling ſpare, 
Nor caſt ſuſpicion on my head: 
My virtue is without a ftain, 
Nor will I e'er that jewel fell; 
Ah, no—it ſpotleſs ſhall remain, 
Though but a little Singing Girls 


But come, I want a huſband too, 

And one I will bave, ſoon or late, 
So, bachelors, 1 aim at you, 

Who'll venture in the marriage ftate ? 
Come, who bids up, for me for life— 

Nay, don't be doubting, that's not well; 
Indecd I'll make a loving wife, 

Though but a little Singing Girl. 


s ON 6. 
AS FORTH I RANG'D THE BANKS OF TWEED, 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 
A forth I walk'd the banks of Tweed, 
m 


One ſummer's morning early, 
et young ſcmmy in the mead, 
Who long had lov'd me dearly 
He cry'd, dear Kate, to kirk let's go, 
Why ſhould we longer tarry ?“ 
er. it dang*rous to delays 
ugh oft” I've beard my mother ſay, 
Think well before you marry. 


Young 
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Young ſemmy promis'd to be kind, 
And 1 alas! confſentedz + 

But vows too oft” are like the wind, 
For ſoon we both repented 

For e'er the honey - moon was paſt 
My point I could not carry 

I thought of mother's werds at laſt, 

And ru'd the day I hied fo-faſt, 

| Acroſs the mead to marry. 


Tell me, ye wives, what muft I do, 
| To gain young J<mmy's favour ? 
| T once eajoy'd content, but naw 
fear tis fled for ever: 
Ye laſſes be adviſed by me, 
Grieve not if long you tarry, 
And when a youth makes love ſo free, 
Mind what my mother oft” told me, 
| Think well before you marry. 
* 


—— 
S O N GC. 


cou z, BUY MY WOODEN WAREs 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


| : HY influence, Love, I needs muſt own, 
Has quite ſubdu'd my heart; 
I bow obedient to thy throne, 
4 And feel thy potent dart : 
For lovely Sue, with eyes ſo blue, 
{ es all my care; 
She trips ſo neat, and cries ſo ſweet, 
dome, buy my. woozen- ware.“ 
7 | 


'{ 160) 
Of Tunvridge-goods ſhe has great choice, 


And cuſtomers in ſtore; 

And fo enchantivg is her voice, 

She gains them by the ſcore x 

For pretty Sue, with eyes fo blue, 
Is blooming, young, and fair; 

She trips ſo neat, and cries ſo ſweet, 

Come, buy my wooden- ware,” 


Could I obtain her for a wife, 

I'd envy not Peru; 

But richer think myſelf for life, 
Would ſhe be kind and true: 

For blithe and gay as vernal May, 
Is fure my charming fair; 

She trips ſo neat, and cries fo ſweets 

Come, buy my wooden-ware. 


— 


SON 86. 


" LILIES AND ROSES: 
Sung by Miſs F. Hewellss © 


HE father of Nancy a foreſter was, 

And an honeſt old woodman was he; 
And Nancy an innocent beautiful laſs 

As the ſun in his circuit could fee ! 
She gather'd wild flow'rs, ſweet lilies, and roſes, 


Tl 


And cry'd, through the ed Come buy my ſweet * 
_ The What 
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The charms of this fair-one a villager caught, 


A noble and rich one was he; 
Great offers he made—but my Nancy was taught 
That a poor girl right honeſt might be: 
She gather's wild flow'rs, ſweet lilies and roſes, 
And cry d, thro” the village, Come buy my ſweet 
- poſes. | 


The father of Nancy a foreſter was, 


And a poor little ſtroller was ſhe ; 
But her lover, fo noble, ſoon married the laſs, 
She, as happy as maiden could be, 


No more gather'd wild flow*rs, or likes, or roſes, 


Nor cry*d, through the village, Come buy my ſweet 
polies. | 


2 


. , —ñ— 


8 0 N 8. 
YOUNG JEMMY is A PLEASING YOUTH- 


Sung by Mrs. Mountain. 


OUNG Jemmy is a pleafing youth, 
And calls me pretty maid ; 

But, when he talks of love ant truth, 

| Seems ſmetow half afraid: 

But if he thinks his love is vain, 
And L will not receive it, 12 

Why could tell him, frank and plain, 

O dear, Sir, don't believe it. 


The other day, with much ado, 

He aſk'd me for a kiſsz ++ , . 1 

Then fear'd, and faith believ'd it too 19 

Tbat he had done ama 

Such fear I could have chid in truth, Aa 3d 
And had a mind to grie ve itz 

What, think we won't be kifs'd, forſooth # 

0 dear, Sir, don't believe it. 


»y 
-— 
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The wedding-ring the lad has bought, 
Yet dreads to name the church: 

Left I (O what a filly thought) 

' Should leave him in the lurch: 

But let him take me there, and try 

If ] will not receive it; 

What, not be married ?—fie! O fie! 
© dear, Sir, don't believe it. 

—— 


S O N G, 


LOVE's TELEGRAPH, 


Sung by Mr. Dignum; 


O Chloe, the maid of my heart, 

More fair, but leſs ſqueamiſh than Daph. 
My wiſh in my ſong 1 impart, 

For mulic's ih Love's Telegraph. 


In vain doth the guardian bear ſway, 
At all his confinement we laugh 
Through windows our ſtrains we conveys 
For muſic's in Love's Telegraph. 


Let Coe be e'er fo remote, 
The tr:cze that diſperſes the chaff © 
Willi bring to ber ear the ſoft note 
For muſic's in Love's Telegraph. 


And, Oh! when my Chloe T wed, * 
When Chloe al de my beſt balf; 

In ballad our joy ſhall be ſpread 

Fer WEL in Love's ' Felegraphe 


$086, 
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| SON G. 
DIRK TO THE GIKLS LEFT EEHIND UW 
Sung by Mr. Denman. 


OVU aſk me the life of a Tar, 
That's toſs d up and down on the ocean? 
Wu know, that in peace, or in war, 
Of danger we have not a notion: 
Ves, yes, my dear, it is true, 
With ſuch we have nothing to do; 
| For we ſing as we go, 
NY With a yoe yea, yea yoe, 
And drink to the girls left behind us. 


Wen landſmen preach up, as they do, 
; And ſay this and that of the Navy; 
Why, tell them, ere Fear brings us too, 
We'll grapple with Death and old Davy: 

Yes, yes—and, dear Jack, this impart, 
The worth of a Tar is his heart 

Fur we fing as we go, 

With a yoe yea, yea yoe, 
And drink to the girls left behind us. 


we 


o 


ai 


_ "Tis ſweet, when the battle is o'er, 

To ſay that a Tar's done his duty; 
| Yet ſweeter to think, when, on more, 

He'll meet with a welcome from beauty: 
| Yes, yez—and, dear Jacks may a Tar 
| [ Fer meet with > ſmile from the fait ; 

For we fing as we go, 2 f 
Wich a yoe yea, yea yoe, cots 4s N 
GNG, | Aud drink to the girls left behind ut. 
| | SONG. 
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3 QO N ©. 
mow TEDIOUS, ALAS, ARE THE HOURS, 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


OW tedious, alas, are the hours; 
The valleys no longer look gay; 
The meadows beſpangled with flow'rs 
No charms have when thou art away: 
The villagers meet on the plain, 
At eve their gay paſtimes I ſee, 
But it only awakens my pain, 
Since I am far diſtant from thee. 


Gay Summer the mead may perfume, 
And call forth the nightingale's voice 
May cauſe each wild flow'ret to bloom, 
And bid ſmiling Nature rejoice : 

Gay Summer would laſt all the year, 

If thou wert ſtill ſmiling on me; 

And a deſert would pleaſing appear, 
But, Oh, I am diſtant from thee ! 


In vain do 1 languiſh and pine, 

Thy name is the theme of my ſong 3. 
No pleaſure, alas, now is mine, 

But to think of thee all the day long? 
Oh! quickly thy preſence reſtore, 

That form which is deareſt to me, 
Or ſoon will my ſorrows be o'er, 


For "tis death to be diftant from thee, 


* 
0 


e * 
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S$S © . 


BENEATH A POPLAR'S FRIENDLY SHADOW, . 
Sung by Miſs Miller. 
B Na: a poplar's friendly ſhadow, 
0 


Beſide a ruſhy meer, 
ung Fanny fat, all blithe and blooming, 
And knit—unvex'd with care: 
Ard while ſhe knit ſhe ſurg ſo ſweet 
A ballad I ſhall neer forget, 


When idly o'er the meadow wand'ring, 
To lure the finny train, 
Conceal'd beneath the alder buſhes, 
I heard dear Fanny's ſtrain : 
My uſeleſs angle down 1 laid, | 
And ſoft approach'd the bluſhing maid. 


© Why all alone? — Shall I intrude me? 
(Freſh breathes the zephyr here: 

© Good ſwain,* ſhe cries, I've juſt been ſtraying; 
© Along this glaſſy meer: 

© But, now the fun aſcends the ſky, 

© And to the cooling ſhace I fly.” 


I fat me down, and ſoon ſoft tremors, 
My list eis limbs invade ; 

And Fanny“ > foot, ſo neat and ſhapely, 
By mine was cloſely laid— 

And, ſtretch'd upon the flowery green, 

Her taper ancle too was ſeen, 


( u66 


We trembled like two aſpin branches, 
And neither knew for Why; 

We talk'd of corn, and kine, and weather, 
Then ceas*'d—then gan to fizh : 

And liſten'd to the lapwing's train, 

And heard the bittern loud complain. 


Now bolder grown, her work I tangled, 
1 ole her yarn away; 
And the, with knitting- pins aſſailing, 
Provok'd tne am' rous fray 3 ; 
Till, quite incens'd in am*rous ſpite, 
She ſhew d her teeth, and vow'sd ſhe'd bite. 


© But ſee, I cry'd, «the ſun's 8 — 

Acroſs the qulv ring ſpray ʒ 

They paint thy ip, and tinge thy a 
With pureſt, (weetett ray : 

Oer ev*'ry charm his glories beam, 

As when he gi'ds the placid ſtream.“ 


dhe mil's—her boſom gently flutter'd, 
And heav'd a ſtifled'figh : 

I ftole a kiſs and ſwore to love her, 

She bluſh'd in kind reply : 

And when | break my plighted vow, 

The conſcious ſtreain ſhall ceaſe to flows) 


———— — 
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SON 8. 


LIZ STILL MY TREMBLING HEART, 


- Sung in Fan of Arc. 


REMBLING with over anx ious fear; 
View thy fai:hful Edwin near, 
A tried though humble friend ; 
Yon winding t-ps to freedom lead, 
Kind Providence preſents the need, 


Lie till, lie ſtill, my trembling heart, 
Fain would I from my cell depart, 

"Tis Edwin does invite: | 
But, ah ! look round, perhaps you'll ſpy 
Some watchful centinel anigh, 

To ſtop our eager flights 


The caſtle I've explor'd' with care, 
Nor guard, nor centinel is near, 
No longer then conterd : 
Huſh'd as the woving breeze of night, 
Kild Providence will guard our flight, 
Aſcend, fond pair, aſcend. 


4 SONG. 


S O N 8. 


an, TOUCH AGAIN THAT PLAINTIVE STRAIN. 


Sang by Maſter Wiſh. 


The gently ſoothing notes impart 3 
eming ſolace to my pain, 
Yet, while they raviſh, pierce the heart. 
Touch it again, too well I know 
The ſoft, ſeducing, dangerous ſound, 
Which, while its meaſures ſweetly flow, 
Pours balmy poiſon in my wound. 


; H, touch again that plaintive ſtrain, 
e 


"Twas ye, enchanting notes, that ſtole, 

Through falſe but lovely Delia's breath 
The joy and freedom of my foul, 

And hid among your raptur:s Death: 
So the fond fly, impell'd by fate, 

Again the tempting treachery tries, 
And drinking deep the honey'd bait, 

Of {ſweet intoxication, dies. 


—— n— 
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ING, 


( 163 ) 
— 

SO N F. 
WHERE'S THE HAKM OF-THAT»s 


Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 
9 WAS in the grove the other morn, 


Beneath a hawthorn tree, 


11 lat, and, grieving, ſung for lorn, 


Ah! who's fo fad as me: 


I Was it my fate to be a bride, 


Two lovers then might chat; 
Indeed its truth, a voice reply'd, 
And where's the harm of that!“ 


Abach'd not knowing what to do, 
I bluſhing gaz d around; 
But when the cauſe appear'd in view, 
How did my heart rebound! 
"Twas Henry who had Jov'd me long, 
The youth pull'd off his hat: 
He kiss d, he pre ſs'd, then tun'4 his ſong, 
And where's the harm of that. 


Says he, ſweet girl, dis now a year, 
Since we agreei to wed, 


Come let us then to church, my dear, 


And be my bride, he faid : 
Indeed he look'd and ſpoke fo kind, 
And church was by fo pat, 
That faith he took me in the min3, 
Aud where's the harm of that? 


1 I 


SONG, 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 


Sung by Maſter Welſh. 
RECITATIVE. 


WEET miaſtrel ſound thoſe warbling notes again, 
And all the ſprings of tender ſorrow move; 
Iſt I reſponſive to the tender ftrain, 
Indulge the anguiſh of complaining love, 
And ling'ring fondly near thy fay'rite tree, 
Waſte the ſad hours in harmony with thee: 


ATR. 


Sweet nightingale, thy tuneful ſong, 
Is ſoothing to my care, 

© Kill the pleaſing notes prolong, 
And charm my heart's deſpair : 

And, gentle bird, if near thy bow'r, 
The blooming Emma rove, 

Again thy melting cadence pour, » 
" "And charm the heart to love. 


Then ſay, eſtrang'd from ev'ry joy, 
In griefT waſte my days; 

In movraful themes my thoughts employ, 

And love-infpiring lays: 

_ Weak warbler try thy tender art, 
The ſcornful maid to move, 

And t-ach the notes that ſooth my pain, 
To charm ker heart to love. 


* 


SONG, 
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re PLEASURE LET'S RAISE THE HEART 
CHEERING $0NG, 


[ Sung by Miri. Mountain. 


O pleaſure let's raiſe the heart-cheering ſong, 
While echo repeats the ſweet found, 
In the prime of our life, 
Whether man, maid, or wife, 
Tis gay pleaſure we hunt through the throng, 
And ſweet the reward when tis found: 
When bright pleaſure's in view, 
We all briſkly purſue, 
Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward, huzza, 
Tamtivy, tantivy, tantivy, tantivy, 
Hark forward, hark forward, hark forward, away. 


All ages and ſtates will join in the ſong, 

Waile echo repeats the ſweet ſound ; 

Some in riches delight, | | 

Some few love to tight, | 

Some the bottle will hunt the night long; | 

+} Some ſeek her in ſtudy profound : \ #4 
When bright pleaſure's in view, &c. 


Then all will delight in the beart-cheering ſoag, 
While echo repeats the ſweet ſound * 
We diff rently aim, 
Our plan's ſtill the ſame, | 
| Wiile winding our pleaſures prolong, | 
| 
l 
| 


NG ' Contentment by pleaſure is c ond: 
&L When bright pleaſare's in view, &c. 


8 SONG. 


— 


GLEE,| 


GATHER YOUR ROSE BUDS» 


ATHER your roſe-buds while you mays 
Old time is ever flying, 

And that iame flow'r which ſmiles to day, 

To-morcow will be dying. 


That age is beſt which is the firſt, 
While 1 outh and blco4are warmer, 

Expect not then thie haſt the worſt, 
Time till ſutceeds the former. 


Then be not coy, nor waſte your time, 
But while you're young go marry 


For having once got paſt your —_ 
You may for ever tarry. 


——— a 


0 L E E, 


ru horns ard dende in bens, 
Let's uſher in the day, 

Tne iport's exceeding glorious, 
Ariſe, make no delay: 

Now the ſtag is rous'd befote us, 

Come, come, come, come, come away. 

* 


„irn HOANS AND HOUNDS id cose. 
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———ñ— 


6 LEE 


SOME WIVES ARE GOOD. 


OME wives are good and ſome are bad, 
Methinks you touch us now; 
And ſome will make their huſband's mad, 
And ſo will my wife too: 
And thy wife, and thy wife, 
And ſo all wives will do. 


; | * xnT 
| Some women like to breed difcord, 
: Methinks you touch us now; . 
His wife has always the laſt word, 8 
And ſo has my wife too: 
And thy wife, &c. | | : 


Some wives are mild when they ve their will, 
Methinks you touch us now 3 

And ſome will clack clack like a mill, | 
And fo will my wife too: L 

And thy wife, &c. 


—— 
GLEE,| e 
| COME LIVE WITH ME AND BE MY BAR. 


OME live with me and be my dear, 
And we will revel all the year; 
; Io plains and groves, on hills and dales, 

Where fragrant air breeds ſweeteſt gales. 


13 We 
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There ſhall you have the beauteous pine, 
The cedar and the ſpreading vine, 

And all the woods to be a ſcreen, 

Leſt Phe bus kiſs my ſummer's green. 


The ſeat of your diſport ſhall be, 
Over ſore river in a tree, 

Where filver ſands and pebbles fing 
Eternal ditties to the ſpring. 


—  — — 
s O0 N 0.4 


THR EBAITISH FAIR WITH THREEE TIMES THREE, 
Sung at Vauxbell. 


Y jovial friends, with ſocial glee, 
The bottle now we'll paſs ; 
n boſom charg'sd with loyalty, 

With good old Port each glaſs : : 
The bumpers fill'd the toaſt all be, 
© The Britiſh fair with three times three. 
While Britain's fons, with martial fire, 
| And patriot ardor glow, 

While they to war-like deeds aſpire, 
And pant to meet the foe ; 
© To Britiſh arms, by land and ſea, 
We'll drink ſucceſs with three times three. 


© The lovely nymphs of Albion's ifle, 
Wich pleaſure then we'll toaſt, 
And beauty's faſcinating ſmile 
© Shall be each Briton's boaſt; 
The bumpers fill'd, the toaſt ſhall be, 
© The Britiſh fair, with three times three. 


SONG + | 
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FALLAL La. 


Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


5 WAS on a ſummer's carly dawn, 
Fal lal la, lal tal tal tal lal la, 
| Blythe tripping o'er the verdant lawn, 
Fal lal la, lal lal lal lal lai la, 
A ruftic ſhepherd hap'd to ſtray, 
Who met a maiden on his way, 
And thus he breath'd his am'rous lay, 
Fal lal la, lal Lal lal lal lal la. | 


For thee, ſweet maid, withia my bow'r, 

Fal lal la, &c. 

I'n bind thy crook with many a flow, 

Fal lal la, &c. | 
With thyme that loves the brown hill's break, 1 
Oc violet of ſæy- woven veſt, 

| | Beſides Vii bring the linet's ack, 
| Fal lil la, &. 


40 ſtranger ceaſe, the bluſking aid, 
Fal lal la, &c. ; 
And, (wift, away like Daphne fled,! 
Fal kal la, &c. 
4 But Daphne s flight was not delay d, 


— For ſoon he caught the blooming maid, - 
| And preſs'd her, while ſhe modeſt (aid, 
Fal lal la, &c, | 
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Where two congenial hearts unite, 
F al lal la, &c. 

O love how ſweet is thy delight \ 
Fal lal la, Kc. 

So, gentle ſhepherd, take my heart, 

And with it act a gen'rous part, 

For true love owns no ſubtle art, 
Fal lal la, &c, 


* oF 
$ © M , 


THE CALEDONIAN LADDY. 
Surg by Mri. Franklin. 
Bums Sandy is a bonny boy, 


And always is a wooing 3 

or is he e er too bold or o, 
Altho' he is ſo loving: 
Laſt night he preſs d me to his breaſt, 

And vow'd he'd aſk my dacdy O, 
O dear—to wed me, be confeſs'd, 

The Caledonian laddie O: 
My donny, bonny, bonny, bonny Rich boy, 
My Caledoniaa laddie O. 


The maidens try, both far and near, 
To gain young Sandy over; 

But all their arts I dinna fear, 
He winna prove a rover; 

For ſure he told me frank and free, 
Unknown to mam or daddy O, 

He*d marry none, ab ! no, but nie, 

The Caledonian laddie O. 

M. donny, &c. 


— 


(n 


The other day, from Dundee fair, 
He bought me home a bonnet, 
A cap and ribbons ſor my hair, 
But, mark what foon came on it: 
As late at kirk we ſomehow flood, 
In ſpire of mam or daddy O, 
He mairy'd me, do all I could, 
The Caledonian laddie O. 
My benny, &c. 


—— —— 
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THE MODEL, 
Sung by Mr. Dignum; 


Y frizad is the man I copy thro life, 
He harbours no envy, he canſes no ſtrife, 
Ny murzurs eſcape him, tho fortune bears hard, 
Content is. bis tion, and peace his reward: 
Still bees in his tation, 
He minds his occupation, 
Nor heeds the ſnares, 
Nor knows the cares, 
Which vice ang folly bring; 
Daily wotking wearily, 


— 0 


Nightly finging cheerily, 
+4 Dear to hi 


: 


| 


* his wife, his * his country and his 
Dgs 


15 His , 


( 25S} 


His heart is enlarg'd, tho* his income is ſcant, 

He leTens his little for other's that want; 

Tho? his children dear claims on his induſtry preſs, 

He has ſomething to ſpare for the child of diftreſs ; 
He ſee ks no idle ſquabble, %&- 
He joins no thoughtlefs rabble, 
To clear his way 
From day to day, 

His honeſt views extend . 
When he ſpeaks tis verily, 
| When he ſmiles tis merrily, 

Dear a ea his ſport, his toil, his honor and hie 

end. 


How charming to find in this humble retreat, 
That bliis ſo much tougbt, ſo unknown to the great, 
The wife only anxious he: k ndneſs to prove, 
The playful endearments of intantine love: 
Relaxing from his labours, 
Arid his weicome —— 
With plain regale 
Witt jeſt and tale, 
The happy hero ſer; 
No vain ſchemes confounding him, 
| All his j»ys ſurrounding him, 
Dear he holds bis native land, its laws, and liberty. 


—— 
S O0 N G. 
LO, MY HEXRY 18 NO MORE. 
FT” Ive tripp'd along the mead, 
Dancing to the oit-n reed; 
On” have wander'd this? the grove, 
Chaarins artiefs trains of love: 


(9) 


But, ah! the moments of del ght, 

From me, alas! have wing'd their flight, 
And all the joys of life are- o'er, 

For lo! my Henry is no more. 


on the plains my flocks I leave, 


While in ſolitude I grieve, 

Where each gale that paſſes by, 

From my boſom takes a figh : 

And where the ftreatnlets as they flow, 
Are ſoften'd by the tears of woe; 


And here my fate I'll lt deplore, 


Fer, lo! my Henry is no more. 


s ON G.| 
THE DANCE NANNETTE., 


LL in a ſhelter'd rural vale, 
When eve enjoyment brings, 
And each tells the merry tale, 
Or trips the green, or fings: 
Sweet fairy faſcination reigns, 
In Nannett's form and air 
The admiration of the ſwains, 


By chance as o'er theſe magic-plalns, 


A trav'ller bent his way, 
His heart beat concord to the trains, 
He pas d, he wiſh'd to 8 
1 


When 
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When from a neighbouring moſs-clad ſcat, 
Sweet Nannette made advance, 

And prets' 4 the youth with ſmile and . 

To join the may dance. 


Her cheſnut treſſes bade him tie, 
Now waving o'er ber brow 

While vive le joice gl-ams in her eye, 
Her lips the ſame avow : 

Such franknefs, mirth, and ſuch a form, 
E'en adamant might move; 

The youth to worth and beauty warm, 
But figh'd and own'd his love. 


$ Oo N . 


Go, PEARLY TEAR. 
Sung by Mrs. Franklin. 


O, pearly tear, flow down t'.e ſtream, 
And mingle with the briny flood ; 
Go enter Neptune's court ſupreme, 
And bend before the watr'y god: 
Love ſhall its potent aid impa: t, 

And tell thee when and what to ſpeak; 
Shall teach thee how to gain his heart, 
And how toſtmoth his furrow'd cheek + 

Whene'er his frowns diſturb the main, 

With figh: his gentle pity move; 

Oh ! then each angry look reſtrain, 
And bid him ſpare the youth I love. 


( 181 ) 


Go, tender figh, to yon clear ſprings 
And wo» tome playful zephyr there, 
To take thee on his roſy wing, 
And bear thee to the god of war; 
To him unfold. the tale of woe, 
And ſoftly whiſper in his ear, 
The ſource from whence my ſorrows flows. 
He'll ſurely liſten to my pray*r : 
When Britain's ſons the fight ſuſtain, . 
With tears his gentle pity move; 
And when his thunders ſhake the main, 
Oh! bid him ſpare the youth J love. 


Go, gentle ſigh, and pearly tear, 
(Whea ye perceive the battle o'er} 
Aſift the winds and waves to bear 
My faithful William ſafe to ſhore ; 
When fame ſhall round his manly brow, 
The laurel wreat\ of conqueſt bind; 
The tear freſh luſtre ſhall beſtow, _ 
The figh ſhall wave it in the wind: 
Then Hymen ſhall our hands unite, 
And ev'ry tender wiſh approve, 
Stall fill each breaſt with ſoft delight, 
And bleſs me with the youth I love. 


* 
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- +,» THE VILLAGE gor. 


ORN ſhook. ber locks, the budding rofez. 
Smil'd at the dart which paſs'd aw a, . 

In recovated beauty blows, y 

And ſheds her perfume o'er the day, 


| ( 282 ) 
When Lubin, nature's ruftic child, 


Tried calm contentment to enjoy, 
And ſweetly thus, in wood-notes wild, 
Would cheerful fing the village boy. 


Since Sylvia's kind how bleſt my days, 
No other bliſs I'd with to know; 

The graces ever mark her way, 
In her all gentle virtues glow : 

The flaves of fortune let me ſhun, 
My humble cottage' to enjoy, 

When toil and labour's o'er and done 


Thus chearful ſung the village Lor. 


Returning at mild evening's hour, 
Perhaps my Sylvia I may meet ; 
For her I'll cull the ſweeteſt flow'rs, 
And ftrew them at my fair one's f et; 
Then drooping, ax they fade away, 
*T will ew how time all things deſtroy; 
Since beauty's like a flow rin May— 


—— 0 


$0N G. 


. rut kene $0NG. 

© "Bung by Mifs Milne and Mafter Sbepberd. 
O'er this fairy plain to prove him, 

my ſhepherd fill grows fonder, - 

Ought I in return to love him. 


\ - 4% 


=& > 4 = © 


* 
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; 

If he loves, as is the faſhion, 
Should I churliſhly forſake him? 
Or, in pity to his paſſion, 5 | 
'  Fondly to my boſom take him. 
Echo—Take him, take Him. 


Thy advice then III adhere to, 
dae in cupid's chains I've led him ; 
And with Henry ſhall not fear to 
| 


Marry, if ow anſwer, wed him: 


Echo Wed him, wed him. 
| | —  ———_ 
| $ Oo R C. 
POOR ANNETTE THE SAVOYARD. 
: _ Sung by Miſe Milne. 


frolic dance and mirthful glee, 

How ſweet eſcap'd each paſſing day 
1 Savoy's plains when bleft and free, 

The tyrant, France, was far away : 
Yet, tho* an exile, I muſt roam, 

Yet feel I here no dread alarm; 
Since England ſtill affords a home, 
| To ſhelter poor Annette from harm; 
Poor Annette the Savoyard. 


Now, fince my native plain's deſpoil'd, 
By cruel Galia torn away, 
The merry dance, and wood rotes wild, 
4. No more are heard at cloſe of day : 
Yet, tho' n> joys at home are found, 

No ſweet content our grief's to charm, 
Yet fill a home an exile gains, 

And Britain ſcreens Annette from ham. 
Peer Annette, the Savoy ard. 


= 


* 5 * 
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x $164 For THz G1RL 7 ADORE. 


Sung by Maſter Phelps. 


HEN faries trip round the gay green, 
And all nature ſeems ſunk into reſt, 
Tino” vallies I wander unſeen, 
My heart with ſaa ſorrow oppreſt ; 
Then oft” by the murmuring ftreams, 
Fair Eleanor's los I deplore, 
As alone by the moon's filver beams, 
I figh for the girl I adore. | 


When my flocks wander o'er the wide plain, 
To lome thicket of woodbinc I rove, 
Thee I penfively tune ſome ſoft fira n, 
Oz ung forth the praiſe of n. y love: 
Meere does my fair Eleancy ſtray ? 
- Muſt I ne*er ſee the nymph any more ? 
Thus diſtracted I mourn the long day, 
And ih for the girl I adure. 


* " 
When firſt I beheld the ſweet maid, 
By moonlight, alone in the vale, 
Far, far from the village we irzy'd, 
Where | tenderly told the foft tale 
How long muſt 1 wande furtorn ? 
Ah? when will my forrows be ober? 
Such griet it can never be born 
I fgh for the girl I ade. c. 


— 


Sox. 


TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS. 


—— 


| RATITUDE to our friends, and n to 
our enemies. 


May the poor merit eſteem, and the rich venerat ion. 


May the volume of beauty never be ſtained by con- 
_ © taminated finger, 


May beauty never be ſtitched in ſheets till properly 
bound. 


May the cheerful heart never want an agreeable com- 
panion. 8 


May Britiſn virtue ſhine when every other light is 


out. 


May the honey of rectitude ſweeten the bitterneſs of 
ſorrow. 


May the 88 covet what the hand has no right 
to. 


May the ſmiles of the fair reward the efforts of the 


brave. 


May virtue in difireſs always meet aliberal protector. 


| 1 fill the lap where charity guides the 
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Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. * 


May fortune reſemble the bottle and bowl and ſtand 
by the man who cannot ſtand by himſelf. 


When wine enlivens the heart, let friendſhip ſurround 
the bottle. 


May we (045 a6 ps Ars the bounds of prudence, 
treſpaſs upon the boſom of friendſhip. 


May the bud of affection dhe ener the aniline 
of fincerity. < 


When honor is to be decided by the fword, may it 
never find the way to the hear. 


May he who has ſpirit to reſent a wrong, have a heart 


_— — 


I 


to forgive it. 


The King who is the father of his people and the | 
maſter of himſelf, and that miniſter, who is the 
ſervant of his King and the guardian of the peo- 
ple's rights. 


The gift of the gods — a handſome wife, a ſteady 
friend, and ſound claret. 


May the wings of love never r*ceive a moulting thro* 
the means of a ſevere reprimand. , 


In the choice of profeſſions may that of friendſhip be 
the ſureſt of ſucceſs. 


age home. 
May induftry be always rewarded as the fayorite of | 
tortune, ; 


* 
» 


What vice gains by traffic, may the loſe on her voy- 4 | 


| 


3 | * 


TS 


we. | 


= 
* 


5 


Luer commotities of all kinds be fairly and hongr= 


(7 ) 
| Improvement to our arts, and invention to our artiſt» 


May Neptune ever acknowledge Britain . King as 
his Sovereign. 


Inefficacy to the projects of thoſe who would hurt us 


or our country. 


Inflability to the courcils of Britain's enemies, foreign 
and domeſtic, 
Love, in every ſtate, untainted by licentiouſnefe. 


Labour's true reward to every W and 
plenty. 


May the lovers of the fair ſex never want means to 
ſuppert and ſpirit to defend them. 


Modeſty in our diſcourſes, moderation in our wiſhes, 
and mutability in our affections. 


May our wants be ſown in ſo fruitful a foil as to pro- 
duce immediate relief. 


'| May the tear of miſery be dried by the hand of com- 


miſeration. \ 


May the ſword of ſorrow never wound the heart of 
ſeafb'liry. 


May Britiſh chaſtity ever keep pace with Britiſh 
beauty, 


ably entered. 


| he ne lv'st 3 ah err wa ns ys 
- © decency. 


n PR of rhe body, 


— 
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"May the eye that drops for the misfortune 2 others J Ma; 


never ſhed a tear for its own. 


Ma: 
May liberty never degenerate into licentiouſneſs, 
All we wiſh and all we want. - | Rel 
Beauty without affectation, and merit witheut con- | 
: ceit. Rex 
Innocence to the riſing . may # good 
coaſcience be the companion of the ir lives. Thu 


May a Roman virtue be encircled with a courtier's Þ g,. 
eaſe. 


May a joke never be foreſtalled with a S. + | | pg 
22y Opinion never float on the waves of ignorance. Thi 
May the miſer's fear anticipate diſgrace. | The 


May our huſbandmen, ſeamen, and induſtrious me-, 
chanics, never want a harveſt to their n 


nor peace to enjoy it. | Tha 
May the prize of wildom find many candidates. | The 
The hand that gives and the heart that forgives. The 


May the coward never wear a red coat, nor the hy- The 
pocrite a black one. | 


May health paint the cheek and fincerity the heart. 
The ſweets of ſenſibility without the bittere. 
The pleaſures of i imagination realized. 


Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 


Honor's bet employment=the protection of inng= Wa 
cence. 1 


( ng ) 
hers. May che voyage of life end in the haven of happineſs- 


May the duties of ſocial life never give way to ſelſiſh 


neſs, 
Religioa without i and remo:ſe without 
on- par. | | 
Reaſcn in gur actions, religion in our thoughts, and 
bod reflection in our expreſſions. 


The-unity of bearts in the union of hands. - 
et ' Þ Succeſs without check to Britiſh arms. 
Serenity > every breaſt that beats with philanthropy 


4 | The gate of hHfe—and may it never be aut againſt 
2 ti e honeſt, 


1 The lovers of virtue in the arms of beauty. 

mer Society's fureſt cement—tempyerance and modeſty, 
| The aff of Lf: in the mouth of nature. * 
be fruit of good deeds to the winter of our lives, 


| The man we prize and the mid we love. 
hy- The ſunchine of plenty to the retreat of goodnefs, 


| Valour without cru*lty, and virtue without hypocriſy 


vi glance without inquietuge, and virginity without 
a ſtun. | 


Mie without yirulerce, wine without exceſs, and 
wiſdom without affectation. | 


* 


ang Warmth to every heart in a good cauſe, 


Youth without y.0!crce, and old age without virus 
let ce. 


« \ tt 196 
Proſperity to the liberty of the preſs. 
Plenty to the heart expanded by generoſity. 


May the examples of evil produce good, and reward 
effect that reformation to which puniſhment has 
been ineffectual. 


May reaſon be enthroned a ſupreme monarch, and }. 
our paſſions ſubject to his laws. 


Cupid's magic ring on the middle finger. 


The Engliſhman's IRE "0G, wine, and 
liberty, 


r 
the heart. 


May the moments of mirth be regulated by the dial 
of reaſon. 


May the heart that achs at the fight of ſorrow always 
be bleſt with the means to relieve it. 


May the friends of diſtreſs never know want or ſorrow 


May the wreath of victory ever flouriſh on the brow 
of liberty. 


May ——— 
of life. Er 


May the preſence of the fair curb the wiſh of the 
licentious 


May we Lok forward with pleaſure, and back without &; 


re morſe. 


s 19 
7 May all civil diſtinctions — — 
| public utility. 


May neither precelent n nor n be a ſanction to 
errors pernicious to mankind. 


Abſalom's end to the fomenters of public miſchief. 


Cork to the heels, caſh to the pockets, courage to the 
and R 
of Old England. 


May our wants never proceed from negligences of 
and our own creation. 


{| When love attacks the heart may hong? be the you- 
ein }  poſerof a truce, 


May the civil power never interpoſe between the con- 
dial ſcience of man and bis Maker. 


May Britons be as averſe to invading the rights of 
ways others, as zcalous in maintaining their own. ' 
May the . prove the policy of 


11 


brow Community of goods, unity of hearts, nobility of ſen- 
5 timents, and truth of Sn to the teal lovers 


of the fair ſex. 
1 in an air- without a to wa | 
W pump paſſage 
pf the 
| dodneſs in our thoughts, gentleneſs i in our words, 
1 and generoſity in our actions. a 


* breaſts and humanicy ;n our hands 
© add happineſs in every late of life. 


* 


May the ſecrets of beauty never be | enstrate by 


I ſcivious curioſity. 
May the friendly boſom never want a friend. 


May friend ſhip ſmile on our cups, and content on our, 


Ft 


minds. 


May che union of perſons be always founded on that 


of hearts. 
May che work of our nights never fear the day light. 


May the intercourſe of love never give occaſion for 
the doctor. 


k May the morning of our lives entitle us to à calm 

| evening. 

May our virtue be SY without the pbyſic of 
calamity. | 

May we never hurt our neighbour's peace by a defire 
of appearing witty. 


May proſperity never make us acrogant, or adverſity 


mean. 


May we live to learn, and learn to live. 


May the love of NEAL induce us to do a base | 


A action. 


May poverty never be looked on with contempt, nor 
wWealch as 4 Maric of merit. + 


May hope never elude our graſp, nor fear appal our 


imagination. 


7 * 
Wu 
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May religion and politics flow from upright and liberal | 


Principles. 
* I N 3 
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